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ACTL SCENE. L 
SCENE Rome. 


Enter Flavius, Murellus, and certain Commoners over the Stage. 


FL AVI US. 
rr ENCE; Home you idle Creatures, 
N n get you home; 
as Is this a Holy-day : ? What know you 
not, 
Being Mechanical, you ought not 


— 


E by a, - 


Of your Profeſlion ? == <Y what Trade art thou? 

Car. Why Sir, a Carpenter, 

Mur. Where is thy Leather Apron, and thy Rule ? 
What doſt thou with thy beſt Apparel on ? 
You Sir, what Trade are you ? 

Cob. Truly Sir, in reſpect ofa fine Workman, I am, but 
as you would ſay, a Cobler. 

Mur. But what Trade are thou? anſwer me directly. 

Cob. A Trade, Sir, that I hope I may uſe with a ſafe 
Conſcience, which is indeed, Sir, a mender of bad Soals. 

Flav. What Trade, thou Knave ? thou naughty Knave, 
what Trade ? 

Cob. Nay, I beſeech you, Sir, be not out with me; yet 
if you be out, Sir, I can mend you. 

ur. What mean'ſt thou by that 7 Mend me, thou 
uu Fellow? A * Cob. 


Upon a labouring Day, without the ( | x 
| 
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Cob. Why, Sir, Cobble you. p 
Hav. Thou art a Cobler, art thou | 
Cob. Truly Sir, all that I live by, is the Awl: I med- 
dle with no Tradeſman's Matters, nor Woman's Mat- 
ters; but withal, Iam indeed, Sir, a Surgeon to old 
Shoes ; when they are m great Danger, I recover 
them. As proper Men as ever trod upon Neats-Leather, 
ha ve gone upon my handy-work. 5 
Hav. But wherefore art not in thy Shop to Day? 
Why doſt thou lead theſe Men about the Streets? 
Cob. Truly Sir, to wear out their Shoes, to get my 
ſelf into more work. But indeed Sir, we 2 Holy- 
day to ſee Cæſar, and to rejoyce in his Triumph. 
Aur. Wherefore rejoyce!—— What Conqueſt brings 
he home? | 1 | N 
What Tributaries follow him to Rome, 2 
To grace in Captive Bonds his Chariot Wheels ? 
You Blocks, you Stones, you worſe than ſenſeleſs Things? 
O you hard Hearts! you cruel Men of Rome! | 
Knew you not Pompey ? many a time and oft 
Have you climb d up to Walls and Battlements, 
To Towers and Windows, yea to Chimney Tops, 
Your Infants in your Arms, and there have fate 
The live-long Day with patient Expectation, 
To ſee great dog 22 paſs the Streets of Rome ? 
And when you ſaw his Chariot but appear, 
Have you not made an Univerſal Shout, 
That Tyber trembled underneath his Banks 
To here the Replication of your Sounds, 
Made in his Concave Shores ? 
And do you now put on your beſt Attire ? 
And do you now cull out an Holy-day ? 
And do you now ſtrew Flowers in his way, 
That comes in Triumph over Pompey's Blood? 
Be gone—— 
Run to your Houſes, fall upon your Knees, _ 
Pray to the Gods, to intermit the Plague, 
That needs muſt light on this Ingratitude. 
Hav. Go, go, good Countrymen, and for this Fault | 


Aſſemble all the poor Men of your ſort, 


Draw 
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Draw them to Tyber Bank, and weep your Tears 
Into the Channel, *till the loweſt Stream 
Do kiſs the moſt exalted Shores of all. Exeunt Commoners. 
See where their baſeſt Mettle be not mov'd, 
They vaniſh tongue-ty'd in their Guiltineſs. 
Go you down that way towards the Capitol, 
This way will I; Diſrobe the Images, 
If you do find them deck'd with Ceremonies. 
Mur. May we do ſo? FF 
, You know it is the Feaſt of Lupercal. 
Hav. It is no matter. let no Images 
Be hung with cæſars Trophies; I'll about, 
And drive away the Vulgar from the streets; 
So do you too, where you perceive them thick, 
Theſe growing Feathers pluckt from Caſar's Wing, 
Will make him fly an ordinary Pitch, | 
Who elſe would ſoar above the view of Men, 
And keep us all in ſervile Fearfulneſs. [ Extunt. 
Enter Cæſar, Antony for the Courſe, Calphurnia, Portia, 
Decius, Cicero, Brutus, Caſſius, Caska, 4 Svorbſayer 3 
after them Murellus and Flavius. 
Cæſ. Calphurnia. 
Cast. Peace ho, Ceſar ſpeaks. 
Caf. Calphurnia. 
Calp. Here, my Lord. 
Cel. Stand you directly in Antonio's way, 
When he doth run his Courſe.— Antonio. 
Ant. Ceſar, my Lord. 
Caf. Forget not in your Speed, Antonio, 
To touch Calphurnia; for our Elders ſay, 
The Barren touched in this holy Chaſe, 
Shake off their ſteril Courſe. 
Ant. I ſhall remember. 
When Cæſar ſays, Do this; it is perform'd, 
Cæſ. Set on, and leave no Ceremony out. 
Sooth. Caſar. | 
Cæſ. Ha! who calls? | 
Cask. Bid every Noiſe be ſtill ; Peace yet again. 
Cæſ. Who is it in the Preſs that calls on me? 
I heara Tongue, ſhriller than all the Muſick, 
| A 3 Cry, 
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Be not deceiv d: If I have veil'd my Look, 


— 
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Cry, Caſar: Speak; Caſar is turn d to hear. 
Sbot h. Beware the Ides of March. 
Caſ. What Man is that? 
Bru. A Sooth-ſayer bids you beware the Ides of March. 
Caf. Set him before me, let me ſee his Face. 
Caf. Fellow, come from the Throng, look upon Cæſar. 
Caf. What fay'ſt thou to me now? Speak once again. 
Sbot h. Beware the Ides of March. 
Cæſ. He is a Dreamer, let us leave him; Pals. | 
Exennt. Manent Brutus and Caſſius, 
Caſ. Will 3 go fee the order of the Courſe ? 
ar * . 4 
Ca ſ. I pray you do. 
Bru. I am not Gameſom; I do lack ſome part 
Of that quick Spirit that is in Antony: 
Let me not hinder, Caſſius, your Deſires ; 
I'll leave you. 
Caf. Brutus, Ldo obſerve you now of late; 
1have not from your Eyes that Gentleneſs 
And ſhew of Love, as I was wont to have; 
You bear too ſtubborn, and tvo ſtrange a Hand 
Over your Friends, that loye you. 
Bru. Caſſius, 


] turn the Trouble of my Countenance 
Meerly upon my ſelf, Vexed Iam 

Of late, with Paſſions of ſome Difference, 
Conceptions only proper to my ſelf, | 
Which give ſome Soil, perhaps, to my Behaviour : 
But let not therefore my good Friends be griev'd, 
Among which Number Caſſius be you one, 

Nor conſtrue any further my Neglect, 

Than that poor Brutus, with himſelf at War, 


Forgets the ſhews of Love to other Men. 


Caſ. Then Brutus, I have much miſtook your Paſlion, 


By Means whereof, this Breaſt of mine hath buried 


Thoughts of grave Value, worthy Cogitations. 
Tell me good Brutus, can you ſee your Face? 
Bru. No, caſſius; for the Eye ſees not it ſelf, 
But by R n, by ſome other things. a 
; . 4 9 
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neee 
And it is very much lamented, Brutus, 
That you have no ſuch Mirrors, as will turn 
Your hidden worthineſs into your Eye, 
That you might ſee your Shadow. I have heard 
Where many of the beſt Reſpect in Rome, 
Except immortal Ceſay, ſpeaking of Brutus, 
And groaning underneath this Age's Voak, 
Have wiſh'd that noble Brutus had his Eyes. 
. _ Bru. Into what Dangers would you lead me, Caſſius ? 
That you would have me ſeek into my felt, | 
For that which is not in me? 
Caſ. Therefore, good Brutus, be or to hear: 
And ſince you know you cannot ſee your felf, 
So well as by Reflection; I, your Glaſs, 
Will modeſtly diſcover to your felf 
That of your ſelf, which yet you know not of. 
And be not Jealous of me, gentle Brutus ; 
Were Ia common Laughter, or did uſe 
To ſtale with ordinary Oaths my Love 
To every new Proteſtor; if yon know 
That I do fawn on Men, and hug them hard, 
And after ſcandal them ; or if yon know, 
That I profeſs my ſelf in Banqueting 
To all the Rout, then hold me dangerous. ; 
Bru. What means this Shouting ? I do fear, the Peopls 
Chuſe Ceſar for their King. 
Caſ. Ay, do you fear it? ; 
Then muſt I think you would not have it ſo. : 
Bru. I would not, Caſfius ; yet I love him well, 
But wherefore do you hold me here ſo long 
What is it, that you would impart to me 
If it be ought toward the general Good, 
n, Set Honour in one Eye, and Death i'th' other, 
And I will look on both indifterently : 
For let the Gods ſo ſpeed me, as I love ; 
The name of Honour, more than I fear Death. 
Caſ. I know that Virtue to be in you, Brutus, 
As well as Ido know your outward Favour. 
. ꝙa 4 Well, 


| 
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Well, Honour is the ſubject of my ſtory ; 

I cannot tell, what you and other Men 

Think of this Life; but — Sa. ſelt, 

J had as lief not be, as live to 

In awe of ſuch a thing as I my ſelf. 

I was bornefree as ror 4, ſo were you, | 

We both have fed as well, and we can both 

Endure the Winter's cold, as well as he. 

For once, upon a raw and guſty Day, 

The troubled Hber chafing with his Shores, 

Caſar ſays to me, Dar'ſt thou Caſſius now 

Leap in with me into this angry Flood, 

And ſwim to yonder Point ? Upon the word, 
Accoutred as.I was, I plunged in, 

And bad him follow ; ſo indeed he did. 

The Torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it 

With luſty sinews, throwing it aſide, 

And ſtemming it with Hearts of Controverſie, 

But e er we could arrive the Point propos d, 

Ceſar cry d, Help me Caſſius, or I fink. 

I, as Aneas, our great Anceſtor, | 

Did from the Flames of Tro, upon his Shoulder | 
The old Anchifes bear, ſo, from the Waves of Tybey - 
Did I the tired Caſar : And this Man [2:41 
Is now become a God, and Caſſius is ( 

A wretched Creature, and muſt bend his Body, 

If cæſir careleſly but nod on him. | | 

He had a Feaver when he was in Spain, 

And when the fit was on him, I did mark 

How he did ſhake: *Tis true, this God did ſhake, 

His coward Lips did from their Colour fly, 

And that ſame Eye, whoſe Bend doth awe the World, 
Did loſe his Luſtre; I did hear him groan: 

Ay, and that Tongue of his that bad the Romans 
Mark him, and write his Speeches in their Books, 
Alas | it cry'd Give me ſome drink, Titiniu —— 
As a fick Girl. Ye Gods, it doth amaze me, 

A Man of ſuch a feeble remper ſhould 


So get the Start of the majeſtick World, 
And bear the Palm alone, (shout. Houriſb. 
f Bru, 
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Bru. Another general Shout ? 
do believe, that theſe Applauſes are 
For ſome new Honours that are heap'd on cæſar. 
Caſ. Why Man, hedoth beſtride the narrow World 
Like a ach, and we petty Men 
Walk under his huge Legs, and peep about 
To find our ſelves diſhonourable Graves. 
Men at ſometimes are Maſters of their Fates : 
The Fault, dear Brutus, is not in our Stars, 
But in our ſelves, that we are Underlings. 
Brutus and Ceſar. What ſhould be in that Ceſar ? 
Why ſhould that Name be ſounded more than yours ? 
Write them together; yours is as fair a Name; 
Sound them, it doth become the Mouth as well 3 
Weigh them, it is as heavy; Conjure with em, 
Brutus will ſtart a Spirit as ſoon as Cæſar. 
Now in the Names of all the Gods at once, 
_ what Meat doth this our Ceſar feed, 
That he is grown: ſo great? Age, thou art ſham'd; 
Rome, thou haſt loſt the breed of noble Bloods. 
When went there by an Age, ſince the great Flood, 
But it was fam d with more than with one Man? 
When could they ſay, till now, that talk'd of Rome, 
That her wide Walls incompaſt but one Man? 
Now is it Rome indeed, and Room enough 
When there is in it but one only Man. 
O! you and I have heard our Fathers ſay, 
There was a Brutus once, that would have brook'd 
Th' eternal Devil to keep his State in Rome, 
As eafily as a King. WOE a 
Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous; 
, What you would work me to, I have ſome aim; 
How I have thought of this, and of theſe times 
I ſhall recoynt hereafter : For this preſent, 
I would not fo (with Love I might entreat you) 
Be any further mov d. What you have ſaid, 
I will confider; what you have to ſay, 
I will with Patience hear, and find a Time 
Both meet to hear, and anſwer ſuch high Things. 
b. Till then, my noble Friend, chew upon this; hes 
hs rutus 
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Brutus had rather be a Villager, 
Than to repute himſelf a Son of Rome 
Under ſuch hard Conditions, as this Time 
Is like to lay upon us. 
Caſ. I am glad that my weak Words 
Have ſtruck but thus much ſhew of Fire from Brutus. 
Enter Czſar and his Train. 
Bru. The Games are done, and Caſar is returning. 
Caf. As * by, pluck Casta by the Sleeve, 
And he will, r his ſowre Faſhion, tell you 
What hath ed worthy Note to Day. 
Bru. I will do ſo: But look you Caſſius, 
The a ſpot doth glow on Ceſar's Brow, 
And all the reſt look like a chidden Train; 
Calphurniæ s Cheek is pale, and Cicero 
Looks with ſuch Ferret, and ſuch fiery Eyes 
As we have ſeen him in the 7 
Being croſt in Conference with ſome Senators, 
Cel Cotte will wil us what the Maree is. 
Cæſ. Antonio. | 
Ant. Cæſar. | 
Caf. Let me have Men about me that are fat, 
Sleek-headed Men, and ſuch as ſleep a-Nights : 
Yond Caffius has a lean and hungry Look, 
He thi ** og = 
Ant. Fear him not, Caſar, not dangerous, 
He is a noble Roman, and well given. 
Ceſ. Would he were fatter; but I fear him not: 
Yet if my Name were liable to Fear, 
T do not know the Man I ſhould a void, 
So ſoon as that ſpare Caſſius. He reads much, 
He is a great Obſerver, and he looks 
Quite through the_Deeds of Men. He loves no Plays, 
As thou doſt. Antony; he hears no Muſick: 
Seldom he ſmiles, and ſmiles in ſuch a ſort 
As if he mock'd himſelf, and ſcorn'd his Spirit 
That could be mov'd ro ſmile at any thing. 
Such Men as he be never at Hearts eaſe, 
Whilſt they behold a greater than themſel ves, 
And theredave are they very dangerous. 
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J rather tell thee what is to be fear'd, 
Than what T fear ; for always I am Ceſar. 
Come on my right Hand, for this Ear is deaf, 
And tell me truly, what thou think'ſt of him. 
[Exeunt Cæſar and his Train. 
Cast. You pull'd me by the Cloak, would you ſpeak 
with me ? 
Bru. Ay Caska, tell us what hath chanc'd to Day, 
That * looks ſo ſad. 
Cat. Why you were with him, were you not ? 
Bru. I ſhould not then ask Caske what had chanc d. 
cas. Why, there was a Crown offer'd him; and be- 
ing offer d him, he put it by with the back of his Hand, 
thus, and then the People fell a ſhouting. 
Bru. What was the ſecond Noiſe for? 
Cask. Why, for that too. | 
Caſ. They ſhouted thrice: What was the laſt cry for ? 
Cask. Why, for that too. 
Bru. Was the Crown offer'd him thrice 2 
cas. Ay marry was't, and he put it by thrice, every 
time gentler than other; i 
mine honeſt Neighbours ſhouted. 
Caſ. Who offer d him the Crown ? 
Cask. Why Antony. ; | 
Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Cashe. . 
Ca5k. I can as well be hang d as tell the Manner of it: 
It was meer Foolery, I did not mark it. I ſaw Mark 
Autony offer him a Crown, yet twas not a Crown nei- 
ther, twas one of theſe Coronets; and, as I told you, 
he put it by once; but for all that, to my thinking, he 
would fain have had it. Then he offer d it to him again: 
Then he put it by again; but, to my thinking, he was 
very loth to lay his Fingers off it. And then he offer d 
it the third time; he put it the third time by; and ſtill 
as he refus d it, the Rabblement houted, and clapp d 
their chopt Hands, and threw up their ſweaty Night- caps, 
and uttered ſuch a deal of ſtinking Breath, becauſe Ceſar 
refus d the Crown, that it had almoſt choaked Czſar; for 
he ſwooned, and fell down at it: And for my own 


part, 


and at every putting by, 
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part, I durſt not laugh, for fear of opening my Lips, and 
receiving the bad Air. 

Caſ. But ſoft, I pray you; what, did cæſar ſwoon ; 

Cask, He fell down in the Market-place, and foanrd 
at Mouth, and was ſpeechleſs. 

Bru. *Tis very like, he hath the Falling-Sickneſs. 

Caſ. No, Cæſar hath it not; but you and J. 

And honeſt Caska; we have the Falling-Sickneſs. 

Cask. I know not what you mean by that; but I am 
ſure Cæſar fell down ; if the tag-rag People did not clap. 
him, and hiſs him, according as he pleas d, and diſpleas d 
them, as they us'd to do the Playersin the Theatre, Iam 
no true Man. 

Bru. What ſaid he, when he came untohimſelf ? 

Cas. Marry, before he fell down, when he perceiv d 
the common Herd was glad he refus'd the Crown, he 
pluckt me ope his Doublet, and offer'd them his Throat 
to cut; and I had been a Man of any Occupation, if I 
would not have taken him at his word, I would I might 
go to Hell among the Rogues ; and ſo he fell. When he 
came to himſelf again, he ſaid, If he had done, or ſaid 
any thing amiſs, he defir'd their Worſhips to think it 
was his Infirmity. Three or four Wenches where I 
ſtood, cryed, Alas, good Soul — and forgave him with 


all their Hearts: But there's no heed to be taken of them 


if _ had ſtabb'd their Mothers, they would have done 
no le 
Bru. And after that, he came, thus fad away. 

Ca%k. . 

Caſ. Did Cicero fay any thing? 

Cask. Ay, he ſpoke Greek. 

Caſ. To what effect ? 

Cask. Nay,and I tell you that, I'll ne'er look you 1'th* 
Face again. But thoſe that underſtood him, ſmil'd at 
one another, and ſhook their Heads; but for mine own 
part it was Greek to me. I could tell you more News 
too: Murellus and Flavius, for pulling Scarfs off Caſar's 
Images, are put to Silence. Fare you well, There was 
more Foolery yet, if I could remember it. 


Cal. 
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Caſ. Will * ſup with me to Night, Caska ? 
Cas. No, I am promis'd forth. 
Caſ. Will you dine with me to Morrow ? 
Cask. Ay, if I bealive, and your Mind hold, and your 

Dinner be worth the eating. | 
Caf. Good, I will expect you. | 
Ca5k. Do ſo: Farewel both. [Exit. 
Bru. What a blunt Fellow is this grown to be? 

He was quick Mettle when he went to School. 


Caſ. So is he now, in Execution 


Of any bold or noble Enterprize. 
However he puts on this tardy Form: 
This Rudenels is a Sawce to his good Wit, 
Which gives Men Stomach to digeſt his Words 
With better Appetites. | 
Bru. And ſo it is: For this time I will leave you. 
To Morrow, if you pleaſe to ſpeak with me, 
T will come home to you; or if you will, 
Come home to me, and I will wait for you. 
Caſ. I will do ſo: Till then, think of the World. 
[Exit Brutus, 
Well Brutus, thou art Noble : Yet I ſee 
Thy honourable Mettle may be wrought 
From that it is diſpos'd, therefore tis meet 
That noble Minds keep ever with their likes : 
For who ſo firm, that cannot be ſeduc'd ? 
Cæſar doth bear me hard, but he loves Brutus. 
If I were Brutus now, and he were Caſſus, 
He ſhould not humour me. I will this Night, 
In feveral Hands, in at his Windows throw, 
As if they came from ſeveral Citizens, 
Writings, all tending to the great Opinion 
That Rome holds of his Name : Wherein obſcurely 
Cæſar's Ambition ſhall be glanced at. 
And after this let Ceſar ſeat him ſure, | 
For we will ſhake him, or worſe Days endure. [ Exit. 
Thunder and Lightning. Enter Caska, his Sword drawn, 
and Cicero, | 
Cic. Good Even, Caska ; brought you Ceſar home? 


Why are you Breathleſs, and why ſtare you ſo ? 


Cask, 
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Cask. Are not you moy'd, when all the ſway of Earth 
Shakes, like a thing unfirm ? O Cicero ! 
I have ſeen Tempeſts, when the ſcolding Winds 
Have riv d the knotty Oaks, and I have ſeen 
Th' ambitious Ocean ſwell, and rage. and foam, 
To be exalted with the threatning Clouds : 
mn 14 bo Ni * go till now, 

id I go through a Tem ropping Fire. 
Either there 1s : Civil Strife in Heavin, 
Or elſe the World, too ſawcy with the Gods, 
Incenſes them to ſend Deſtruction. 

Cic. Why, ſaw you any Thing more wonderful ? 

Cas. A common Slave, you know him well by fight, 
Held up his left Hand, which did flame and burn, 
Like twenty Torches join'd ; and yet his Hand, 
Nor [ſenſible of Fire, remain'd unſcorch'd. 
Befides, I ha* not fince put up my Sword, 
Againſt the Capitol I met a Lion, 

ho glar'd upon me, and went ſurly by, 
Without annoying me. And there were drawn 
Upon a Heap, a hundred gaſtly Women, 
Transformed with their Fear, who ſwore, they ſaw 
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the Streets. 
And Yeſterday, the Bird of Nightdid fit, 
Even at Noon-day, upon the Market place, 
Houting and ſhrieking. When theſe Prodigies 
Do ſo conjointly meet, let not Men ſay, 
Theſe are their Reaſons, they are Natural: 
For I believe, they are protentous Things 
Unto the Climate, that they point upon. 

Cic. Indeed, it is a ſtrange diſpoſed time: 
But Men may conſtrue Things after their Faſhion, 
Clean from the purpoſe of the Things themſelves. 
Comes Caſar to the Capitol to Morrow ? 

Cask. He doth: For he did bid Antonio 
Send word'to you, he would be there to Morrow. 

Cic. Good Night then, Casta; this diſturbed Sky 
Is not to walk in. OP 

Cask. Farewel, Cicero, [Exit Cicero, 
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Enter Caſſius. 

Caſ. Who's there? 

Cath. A Roman. | 

Caſ. casa, by your Voice. | 

Cas. Your Ear is good. Cafins, what Night is this ? 

Caſ. A very pleaſing Night to honeſt Men. 

Ca ix. Who ever knew the Heav'ns menace ſo ? 

Caf. Thoſe that have known the Earth ſo full of Faults. 
For my Part I have walk d about the Streets, 
Submitting me unto the perilous Night; 


And thus unbraced, cast, as you ſee, 


Have bar'd my Boſom to the Thunder-ſtone : 
And when the croſs blue Lightning ſeem'd to open 
The Breaſt of Heav'n, I di ſent my ſelf, 
Even in the aim, and very flaſh of it. 

Ca5k. But wherefore did you ſo much tempt the Heay'ns? 
It is the Part of Men to fear and tremble, 
When the moſt mighty Gods, by Tokens, ſend 
Such dreadful Heralds, to aſtoniſh us. 

Caſ. You are dull, cas; and thoſe ſparks of Life 
That ſhould be in a Roman, you do want, 
Orelſe you uſe not; You look pale. and gaze, 
And put on fear, and caſt your ſelf in wonder, 
To ſee the ſtrange Impatience of the Heav'ns: 
But if you would conſider the true Cauſe, 
Why all theſe Fires, why all theſe gliding Ghoſts, 
Why Birds and Beaſts, from Quality and Kind, 
Why old Men, Fools, and Children calculate; 


Why all theſe Things change from their Ordinance, 


Their Natures, and pre-formed Faculties. 

To monſtrous Quality ; why, you ſhall find, 
That Heav'n hath infus'd them with theſe Spirits, 
To make them Inſtruments of fear and warning, 


Unto ſome monſtrous State. 
Now could I, Cast, name to thee a Man, 
' Moſt like this dreadful Night, 


That Thunders, Lightens, opens Graves, and roars, 
As doth the Lyon in the Capitol; 

A Man no mightier than thy ſelf, or me, 
In perſonal Action; yet prodigious grown. 


And 
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And fearful, as theſe ſtrange Erup tions are. 

Cask. Tis Caſar that you mean; is it not, Caſius? 

Caſ. Let it be who it is: For Romans now 
Have Thewes and Limbs like to their Anceſtors ; 

But woe the while, our Fathers Minds are dead, 
And weare govern'd with our Mothers Spirits, 
Our Yoke and Sufferance ſhew us — 

Cask. Indeed, they ſay, the Senators to Morrow 
Mean to eſtabliſh Cæſar as a King: 

And he ſhall wear his Crown by Sea, and Land, 
In every Place, ſave here in Ttaly. 

Caſ. I know where I will wear this Dagger then; 
Caſſius from Bondage will deliver Caſſus. 

Therein, ye Gods, you make the weak moſt ſtrong; 
Therein, ye Gods, you Tyrants do defeat: 

Nor ſtony Tower, nor Walls of beaten Braſs, 

Nor Airleſs Dungeon, nor ſtrong Links of Iron, 

Can be retentive to the ſtrength of Spirit: 

But Life, being weary of theſe worldly Bars, 

Never lacks Power to diſmiſs it ſelf, | 

If I know this, know all the World beſides; 

That part of Tyranny, that I do bear, 
I can ſhake off at Pleaſure, 

Cask. So can I: « 
So every Bondman in his own Hand bears 
The Power to cancel his Captivity. 

Caſ. And why ſhould Celar be a Tyrant then? 
Poor Man, I know he would not be a Wolf, 
But that he ſees the Romans are but Sheep; 

He were no Lion, were not Romans Hinds, 

Thoſe that with haſte will make a mighty Fire, 

Begin it with weak Straws, What traſh is Kowe ? 

What Rubbiſh, and what Offal ? when it ſerves 

For the baſe Matter, to illuminate 

So vile a thing as Caſar, But, oh Grief! 

Where haſt thou led me? I, perhaps, ſpeak this 

Before a willing Bondman : Then I know 

My Anſwer muſt be made. But I am arm'd, 7 

And Dangers are to me indifferent. _ | 
45k. 
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Cask. You ſpeak to ca, and to ſuch a Man, 
That is no flearing Tell-tale. Hold, my Hand: 
Be factious for redreſs of all theſe Griefs, 

And I will ſet this Foot of mine as far, 
As who goes fartheſt. . 

Caſ. Theresa Bargain made. 

Now know you, Caska, I have mov'd already 
Some certain of the nobleſt-minded Romans, 
To under-go, with me, an Enterprize, 

Of honourable dangerous Conſequence z 


And I do know, by this they ſtay for me 


In Pompey's Porch ; for now this fearful Night, 
There 1s no ſtir, or walking in the Streets, 
And the Complexion of the Element 

Is Feav'rous, like the Work we have in Hand, 
Moſt bloody, fiery, and moſt terrible. 

AT 1 Enter Cinna. © | 
Cas. Stand cloſe a while, for here comes one in haſte. 
Caſ. Tis Cinna, I do know him by his Gate, 

He is a Friend. Cinna, where haſte you ſo? 
Cin. To find out you: Who's that Metellus Cimber ? 
Caſ. No, it is Caska, one incorpora te 
To our Attempts. Am I not ſtaid for. Cinna - 
Cin. I am glad on't. What a fearful Night is this ? 
There's two or three of us have ſeen ſtrange Sights. 
Ca). Am I not ſtaid for ? tell me. 
Cin. Yes; you are. 
O Caſſius! If you could but win the noble Brutus 
To our Part | . | 
Caſ. Be you content. Good Cinna take this Paper, 
And look you lay it in the Prætor's Chair, | 
Where Brutus may but find it; and throw this 
In at his Window; ſet this up with Wax 
Upon old Brutus's Statue © All this done, ; 
Repair to Pompey's Porch, where you ſhall find us,. 


Is Dec ius Brutus, and Trebonius there? 


Cin. All, but Metellus Cimber, and he's gone 


'To ſeek you at your Houſe, Well, I will hie, 


And ſo beſtow theſe Papers as you bade me. 
_ 5 | Gal 
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Caſ. That done, repair to Pompey's Theatre. Exit Cinna. 
Come cast, you and I will, yet, &er Day, 
See Brutus at his Houſe ; three Parts of him 
Is ours already, and the Man entire, 
Upon the next Encounter, yields him ours. 
Cas. O, he fits high in all the Peoples Hearts: 
And that which would appear Offence in ns, 
His Countenance, like richeſt Alchymy, 
Will change to Virtue, and to Worthineſs. 
Caſ. Him, and his Worth, and our great need of him, 


"LA JO.» 
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You have right well conceited; let us go, - 
For it is after Mid-night, and e're Day. 1 
We will awake him, and be ſure of him. [Exeunt, 
2 — 
Ar nent. ; 


SCENE. A Garden. 
Enter Brutus. 
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HAT, Lucius! ho! 
V I cannot, by the progreſs of the Stars, 
Give gueſs how near to Day Lucius, I fay ! 
I would it were my Fault to ſleep ſo ſoundly. 
When Lucius, when? awake, I ſay ! what, Lucius! 
Enter Lucius, 
Luc. Call'd you, my Lord? 
Bru. Get me a Taper in my Study, Lucius: 
When it is lighted, come and call me here. -- 
Luc. 1 will my Lord. | Exit. 
Bru. It muſt be by his Death: And for my part, 
1 know no perſonal Cauſe to ſpurn at him, | 
But for the general. He would be crown'd — _ 
How that might change his Nature there's the Queſtion, 
It is the bright Day that brings forth the Adder, 
And that craves wary walking: Crown him — that — 


And then I grant we put a Sting in him, 
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That at his will he may do danger with. 3 | 
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Th' abuſe of Greatneſs, is, when it disjoins 

Remorſe from Power: And to een truth of Caſar, 
T have not known, when his Affections ſway d. 
More than his Reaſon. , But tis a common Proof, 
That Lowlineſs is young Ambition's Ladder, 
Whereto the Climber upward turns his Face ; 

But when he onceattains the upmoſt Round, 

He then unto the Ladder turns hi« Back, 

Looks in the Clouds. ſcorning the Baſe Degrees 

By which he did aſcend : So Caſar may, 


Then, leſt he may. prevent. And fince the Quarrel 


Will bear no colour, for the thing he is 
Faſhion it thus; that what he is augmented, 
Would run to theſe, and theſe Extremities: 
And therefore think him as a Serpent's Egg. 
Which hatch'd, would, as his kind, grow mifchieyons; 
And kill him in the Shell. 
Enter Lucius. 
Luc. The Taper burneth in your Cloſer. Sir: 


. Searching the Window for a Flint, I found 
This Paper, thus ſeal d up, and I am ſure, 


It did not lye there, when I went to Bed. 


| [ [Giveshimthe Letter. 
Bru. Get you to Bed again, it is not Day. 


3 Is not to morrow, Boy, the firſt of March ? 


Luc. I know not, Sir. 

Bru. Look in the Kalendar, and bring me word. 
Luc. I will, Sir. | 

Bru. The Exhalations, whizzing in the Air, 


: Give ſo much light; that I may read by them. 


[ Opens the Letter, and reads. 


* Brutus, thou fleht; awake and ſee thy ſelf : 
Shall Rome, 


ea, ſtrike, redreſs. 
Brutus, thou fleep'ſt : Awake. 
Such Inſtigations have been often dropt, 


Where I have took them up: 


Shall Rome [Thus muſt I piece it out, 


Shall Rome ſtand under one Man's awe 2 What, Rome? 
| My Anceſtors did from the Streets of Rome 
The 


Tarquin drive, when he was call'd a King. | 
B 2 Speak, 


. — 


we 


<a b 


. * 
= _ * = ,- *$ 
— — . „ 4 — 
Pts 4 . 7 2 A : 


1 


— 


* 


Act II. 


18 Jutrus CASAR, 


Speak. ſtrike, relreſ. Am I entreated 
To ſpeak. and ſtrike ? O Rome, I make thee promiſe, 
If 22 redreſs will follow. thou receiy'ſt 
Thy full Petition at the Hand of Brutus. 
Enter Lucius. 


Luc. Sir, March is waſted fifteen Days. [ Kenoc within. | 


Bru. Tis good. Go to the Gate. ſome body knocks : 
Since Caſſius firſt did whet me againſt Caſar, 
I have not ſlept. 
Between the acting of a dreadful thing, 
And the firſt motion, all the Interim is 
Like a Phantaſma, or a hideous Dream. 
The Genius, and the mortal Inſtruments, 
Are then in Council; and the ſtate of Man, 
Like to a little Kingdom. ſuffers then, 
The nature of an Inſurrection. 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc. Sir, tis your Brother Caſſius at the Door, 
Who doth deſire to ſee you. 

Bru. Is he alone? 

Luc No. Sir, there are more with him. 

Bru. Do you know them ? 
Luc. No. Sir, their Hats are pluckt about their Ears, 
'And half their Faces buried in their Cloaths, 
That by no means I may diſcover them, 
By any mark of fayour. 

Bru. Let them enter. 
They are the Faction. O Conſpiracy ! 
Sham'ſt thou to ſhew thy dang'rous Brow by Night, 
When Evils are moſt free? O then, by Day 
Where wilt thou find a Cavern dark enough, 
To mask thy monſtrous Viſage ! Seek none, n 
Hide it in Smiles and Affability: 
For if thou patch, thy native Semblance on, 
Not Erebus it felf were dim enough, 
To hide thee from Prevention. 

Enter Caſſius, Caska, Decius, Cinna, nn. and 
Trebonius. 
Caſ. I think we are too bold upon your Reſt ; ; 


Good Morrow, Brutus, do we trouble you ? 
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[Exit Lucius. 
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Bru. I have been up this hour, awake all Night: 
Know I theſe Men. that come along with you? [ 4f;de. 

| Ca. Yes, every Man of them; and no man here 
But honours you: And every one doth with, 
2 You had but that Opinion of your ſelf, 
Which every noble Roman bears of you. 
This is Trebonius. 
Bru. He is welcome hither, 

Caſ. This, Decius Brutus. 

Bru. He is welcome too. 
Ci. This, casa; this, Cinna 3 

And this Aſetellus Cimber. 
Beru. They are all welcome. | 
W hat watchful Cares do interpoſe themſelves, 
Betwixt your Eyes and Night? 


* Caſ. Shall I intreat a word ? a [They whiſpey. 
Dec. Here lies the Eaſt: Doth not the Day break here? 
| Cask. No. 


Cin. O pardon, Sir, it doth, and yon grey Lines, 
That fret the Clouds, are Meſſengers of Day. 
Cas. You ſhall confeſs that you are both deceiv'd: 
Here as I point my Sword, the Sun ariſes, 
s, Which is a great way growing on the South, 
23 Weighing the youthful Seaſon of the Year. 
4 Some two Months hence, up higher toward the North 
us. He firſt preſents his fire, and the high Eaſt 
stands as the Capitol, directly here. 
j Bru. Give me your Hands all over, one by one. 
, Caſ. And let us ſwear our Reſolution. 
"3 Bru. No, not an Oath: If not the Face of Men, 
The Sufferance of our Souls, The Time's abuſe, 
ey, If theſe be Motives weak, break off betimes, 
And ev'ry Man hence, to his idle Bed: 
o let high-fighted Tyranny range on, 
Till each Man drop by Lottery. But if theſe, 
As Lam ſure they do, bear Fire enough 
and To kindle Cowards, and to ſteel wi Valour 


The melting Spirits of Women; then, Countrymen; 
What need we any 75 but our own Cauſe, 

As prick us to redreſs 

Bru. f 
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Then ſecret Romans, that have ſpoken the word, 
And will not palter ? And what other Oath, 
Than Honeſty to Honeſty engag'd, 
That this ſhall be, or we will fall for it. 
Swear Prieſts, and Cowards and Men cautelous, 
Old feeble Carrions, and ſuch ſuffering Souls 
That welcome wrongs: Unto bad Cauſes, ſwear 
Such Creatures as Men doubt; but do not ſtain 
The even Virtue of our Enterprize, 
Nor th' inſuppreſſive Mettle of our Spirits, 
To think, that or our Cauſe, or our Performance, 
Did need an Oath. When every drop of Blood 
That every Roman bears, and nobly bears, 
Is 2 of a ſeveral Baſtardy, 
If he doth break the ſmalleſt Particle | 
Of any promiſe, that hath paſt from him. Du 
Caſ. But what of Cicero? ſhall we ſound him 
I think he will ſtand very ſtrong with us. 
Cask. Let us not leave him out. 
Cin. No, by no means. 
Met. O let us have him, for his Silver Hairs 
Will 222 us a good Opinion, 
And buy Mens Voices, to commend our Deeds: 0 
It ſhall be faid, his Judgment rul'd our Hands; 
Our Youths, and Wildneſs, ſhall no whit appear, 
But all be buried in his Gravity. ..- 
Bru. O name him not: let us not break with him, ir 
For he will never follow any thing To 
That other Men begin. q 
Caſ. Then leave him out. i 
Cask. Indeed, he is not fit. 11 
Dec. Shall no Man elſe be touch'd, but only cæſar? 
Cal. Decius, well ry kt. I think it is not meet, 7 
Mark Antony. ſo well belov'd of Cæſar. C 
Should out-live Caſzr: we ſhall find of him | [ 
A ſhrewd Contriver. And you know, his means, r 
If he improve them, may well ſtretch fo far, 1 
As to annoy us all; which to prevent, & 
Let Antony and Cæſar fall together. Er 
Bry. Our Courſe will ſeem too bloody, Cazus r 
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To cut the Head off, and then hack the Limbs; 
ike wrath in Death, and Envy afterwards: 
or Antony 1s but a Limb of Ceſar. 
Let's be Sacrifices, but not Butchers, Caſſius : 
We all ſtand up againſt the Spirit of Cæſar, 
\nd in the Spirit of Men, there is no Blood: 
) that we then could come by 4 Spirits, 
And not diſmember Czſar ! but, alas ! 
æſar muſt bleed for it. And, gentle Friends, 
Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ; 
et's crave him, as a Diſh fit for the Gods, 
ot hew him. as a Carkaſs fit for Hounds ; 
nd let our Hearts, as ſubtle Maſters do, 
tir up their Servants to an act of Rage, 
nd after ſeem to chide them. This ſhall make 
dur purpoſe neceſſary, and not envious: 
hich ſo appearing to the common Eyes, 
Ve ſhall be call'd Purgers, not Murderers. 
nd for Mark Antony, think not of him; 
or he can do no more than cæſars Arm, 
Vhen Caeſar's Head is off. 
Caf. Yet I fear him; ; 
or in the ingrafted Love he bears to Ceſar —— 
Bru . Alas, good _ do not think of him : 
f he love cæſar, all that he can do 
|S to himfelf. take thought and die for Cæſar. 
» Ind that were much he ſhould ; for he is givin 
To Sports, to Wildneſs, and much Company. 
3 Treb. There is no fear in him; let him not die, 
or he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. { Clock ſtrikes. 
2 Bru, Peace, caunt the Clock. 
ö caſ. The Clock hath ſtricken three. 
TS Treb. Tis time to part. 
Caſ. But it is doubtful yet, 
Whether Ceſar will come forth to Day, or no: 
or he is Superſtitious grown of late. 
Nite from the main Opinion he held once, 
F Fantaſie, of Dreams. and Ceremonies ; 
r may be, theſe apparent Prodigies, 
1 
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The unaccuſtom'd terror of this Night, 
And the perſuaſion of his Augurers, 
May hold him from the Capitol to Day. 
Dec. Never fear that; if he be ſo reſolv'd, 
I can O er- ſway him; for he loves to hear, 
That Unicorns may be betray'd with Trees, 
And Bears with Claſſes, Elephants with Holes, 
Lions with Toils, and Men with Flatterers, 
But when I tell him he hates Flatterers, 
He ſays. he does; being then moſt flattered, 
Let me work: | 
For I can give his Humour the true bent; 
And I will bring him to the Capitol. 
Caſ. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him, 
Bru. By the eighth hour, is that the uttermoſt ? 
Cin. Be that the uttermoſt, and fail not then. 
Met. Caius Ligarius doth bear 772 hatred. 
Who rated him for ſpeaking well of Pompey; 
I wonder none of you have thought of him. 
Bru. Now good Aftellus go along by him: 
He loves me well; and I have giv'n him Reaſons, 
Send him but hither, and I'l{ faſhion him. | 
Caſ. The Morning comes upon's; we'll leave you, By; 
And Friends diſperſe your ſelves; but all remember, 
What you have ſaid, and ſhew your ſelves true Roma 
' Bru. Good Gentlemen, look freſh and merrily, - 
Let not-our Looks put on our Purpoles, | 
But bear it as our Roman Actors do. 
With untir'd Spirits, and formal Conſtancy ; 
And ſo good Morrow to you every one. LExey 
Manet Brutus. 
Boy ! Lucius! faſt aſleep 2 It is no matter, 
Enjoy thy Honey-heayy-dew of Slumber: -. 
Thou haſt no Figures. nor no. Fantaſies, 
Which puſie Care draws in the Brains of Men; 
Therefore thou fleep'ſt ſo ſound. 
Enter Portia.. 
Por. Brutus, my Lord ! } 
Bru. Portia what mean you? Wherefore riſe you nov 
It js not for your Health thus to commit 


1 e 


Yo 


II Act II. Jul ros CAS AR. 23 


Your weak Condition to the raw cold Morning. 
Por. Nor for yours neither. You've ungently, Bratas, 
Stole from my Bed : And yeſternight at Supper 
You ſuddenly aroſe, and walk'd tour, 
Muſing, and ſighing with your Arms a-croſs: 
And when I ask'd you what the matter was, 
You ſtar'd upon me with ungentle Looks. 
T urg'd you further, then you ſcratch'd your Head, 
And too impatiently ſtamp'd with your Foot: 
Yet I infiſted, yet you anſwer'd not, 
But with an angry wafture of your Hand, 
Gave ſign for me to leave you : So I did, 
m. Fearing to ſtrengthen that Impatience, 
2 Þ Which ſeem'd too much inkindled ; and withal, 
Hoping it was but an effect of Humour, 
Which ſometime hath his Hour with every Man. 
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor ſleep; 
And could it work ſo much upon your Shape, 
As it hath much prevail'd on your Condition, 
A I ſhould not know you, Brutus. Dear, my Lord, 
Make me acquainted with your cauſe.of Grief, 
„Bi Bru. I am not well in Health, and that is all. 
er, Por. Brutus is wiſe, and were he not in Health, 
oma He would embrace the means to come by it. 
Bru. Why ſo I do: Good Portia go to Bed. 
Por. Is Brutns fick ? And is it Phyſical 
To walk unbraced, and ſuck up the Humours 
Of the dank Morning? What, is Brutus fick ? 
And will he ſteal out of his wholſome Bed, 
To dare the vile Contagion of the Night ? 
And tempt the Rheumy and unpurged Air, 
To add unto his Sickneſs ? No, my Brutus, 
Nou have ſome ſick Offence within your Mind, 
Vhich, by the Right and Virtue of my place, 
I ought to know of: And upon my Knees, 
| charm you, by my once commended Beauty, 
By all your Vows of Love, and that great Vow 
hich did incorporate and make us one, 
at you unfold to me, your felf, your half; 
hy you are heavy, _— Men, to Night, 
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Have had reſort to you; for here have been 
Some fix or ſeven, who did hide their Faces 
Even from darkneſs. 
Bru. Kneel not, gentle Portia. 
Por. I ſhould not need, if you were gentle Brutus. 
Within the Bond of Marriage, tell me, Brutus, 
Is it excepted, I ſhould know no Secrets 
That appertain to you? Am I your ſelf, 
But as it were in Sort, or Limitation ? 
To keep with you at Meals, Comfort your Bed, 
And talk to you ſometimes ? Dwell I but in the Suburtsſ 
Of your good Pleaſure ? If it be no more, 
Portia is Brutus Harlot, not his Wife. 
Bru. Youare my true and honourable Wife, 
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops 
That viſtt my ſad Heart. 
Por. If this were true, then ſhould I know this Secret. 
I grant Iama Woman; but withal, 
A Woman that Lord Brutus took to Wife: 
Igrant Jama Woman, but withal, 
A Woman well reputed : Cato's Daughter. 
Think you, I am no ſtronger than my Sex, 
Being 1e father d, and ſo husbanded ? 
Tell me your Counſels, I will not diſcloſe them: 
1 have made ſtrong Proof of my Conſtancy, 
Giving my ſelf a wu untary Wound 
Here, in the Thigh: Can I bear that with patience, 
And not my Hus ind s Secrets? 
Bru. O ye Gods! 
Render me worthy of this Noble Wife. [Knock T 
Hark, hark, one knocks : Portia, go in a while, 
And, by and by, thy Boſom ſhall partake 
FT | | The Secrets of my Heart. 
| All my Engagements I will conſtrue to thee, 
All — Charactery of my fad Brows : N 
Leave me with haſte, [Exit Pore ; 
Enter Lucius and Ligarius. 
Lucins, who's that knocks ? 
Luc. Here is a ſick Man that would ſpeak with youl 
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Bru. Caius Ligarius, that Metellus ſpake of. 
Boy, ſtand aſide. Caius Ligarius | how ? 
Cai. Vouchſafe good Morrow from a feeble Tongue? 
Bru. O what a time have you choſe out, brave Caixs, 
To wear aKerchief ? Would you were not fick. 
Cai. Jam not fick, if Brutus have in Hand 
\ny exploit worthy the name of Honour, 
Bru. Such an Exploit have I in Hand, Ligarius 
Had you an healthful Far to hear of it. 
Lai. By all the Gods the Romans bow before, 
irbs here'diſcard my Sickneſs. Soul of Rome, 
Brave Son, deriv'd from honourable Loins, 
hou like an Exorciſt, haſt conjur'd up 
My mortined Spirit. Now bid me run, 
\nd I will ſtrive with things impoſſible, 
et get the better of them. What's to do ? 
ret. Bru. A piece of work, that will make fick Men whole. 
Cai. But are not ſome whole that we mult make ſick. 
Bru, That muſt we alſo. What it is, my Caixs, 
I ſhall unfold to thee, as we are going, 
o whom it muſt be done. ' 


Cat. Set on your Foot, | 

and with a Heart new fir d, I follow you, 

o do I know not what : But it ſufficeth | 

hat Brutus leads me on. [Thunder] 
Bru. Follow me then. 1 [ Exeunt.. 


SCENE II. Cæſar's Palace. 


under and Lightning. Enter Julius Czfar in bis Night: 
; | _ Gown. 

Cal. — Heav'n, nor Earth, have been at Peace to 
Night; | 

Thrice hath Calphurnia in her Sleep cry'd out; 

elp, ho; they murder Cæſar. Who's within? 


N Enter a Servant. 
os Fer. My Lord. 


cæſ. Go, bid the Prieſts do preſent Sacrifice, 
nd bring me their Opinions of Succeſs. 
Ser. I will my Lord. LEx it. 


C2 Enter 
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| Entey Calphurnia. 

Cal. What mean you, Ceſar ? Think you to walk 
Yon ſhall not ſtir out of your Houſe to Day. (forth? 
. Caf. Ceſar ſhall forth; n threatned me 
'Ne'er lookt but on my Back. When they ſhall ſee 
The Face of-Caſer, they are vaniſhed. 

Cad. Cæſar, I never ſtood on Ceremonies, 
Vet now they fright me. There is one within, 
Beſides the things that we have heard and ſeen, _ 
Recounts moſt horrid Sights ſeen by the Watch. 
A Lioneſs hath whelped in the Streets; 
And Graves have yawnd and yielded up their Dead; 
Fierce fiery Warriors fight upon the Clouds, 
In Ranks and Squadrons, and right form of War, 
Which drizzled Blood upon the Capitol: 
The noiſe of Battle hurried in the Air, | 
Horſes did 1 dying Men did groan. 
And Ghoſts did ſhriek and ſqueal about the Streets. 
O Caſar ! theſe things are beyond all uſe, 
And I do fear them. - CN 

on _ can'be 2 Tl * | 
Whoſe is purpos'd by the mig 8 ? 
Vet Caeſar ſhall go forth. For theſe Predictions 
Are to the World in general, as to Ceſar. 

Cal. When Beggars die there are no Comets ſeen, 
The Heay'ns themſelves blaze forth the Death of Princes 

Cæſ. Cowardsdie-many times before their Deaths, | 
The Valiant never taſte of Death but once: 
Of all the Wonders that I yet have heard. 
It ſeems to me moſt ſtrange that Men ſhould fear, 
Seeing that Death, a neceſſary End, 
Will come, when it will come. | 

; Enter 4 Servant. 

What ſay the Auguiers ? | » 

Ser. T ey would not have you to ſhr forth to Day. 
Pluckrng the Entrails of an Offering forth, 1 
They could not find a Heart within the Beaſt. 

Caſ. The Gods do this in ſhame of Cowardiſe: 
Caſar ſhould be a Beaſt without a Heart, 
If he ſhould ſtay at Home to Day for fear: 
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No, Cæſar ſhall not; Danger knows full well, 
That Cæſar is more dangerous than he. 
We heard two Lions litter d in one Day, 
And I the elder and more terrible; 
And Caſar ſhall go forth. 
Cal. Alas, my Lord, 
Your Wiſdom is conſum'd in Confidence: 
Do not. go forth to Day; callit my Fear, 
That keeps you in the Houſe, and not your own. 
We'll ſend Mark Antony to the Senate-Houſe, 
And he will ſay you are not well to Day: 
Let me, upon my Knee, prevail in this. 
Cæſ. Mark Antony ſhall ſay I am not well, 
nd for thy Humour, I will ſtay at home. 
Enter Decius, | 
Here's Decius Brutus, he ſhall tell them ſo. 
Dec. Caſar, all hail ! Good-Morrow, worthy Cæſar, 
I come to fetch you to the Senate-Houſe. 
caſ. And you are come in very happy time, 
To bear my —_— to the Senators, 
\nd tell them that I will not come to Day: 
annot is falſe, and that I dare not, falſer ; 
will not come to Day ; tell them fo, Decius. 
Cal. Say he 15 Sick, | 
Caf. Shall Ceſar ſend a Lie? 
Have I in Conqueſt ſtreteht mine Arm ſo far, 
To be afraid to tell Grey-beards the truth? 
Decius, go tell them Ceſar will not come. 
Dec. Moſt mighty Ceſar let me know ſome Cauſe;. 
Teſt I be laught at when I tell them ſo. 
cæſ. The Cauſe is in my Will, I will not come; 
That is enough to ſatisfie the Senate. 
Bur for your private Satisfaction, 
Becauſe I love you, I will let you know. 
Xaltburnia here, my Wife, ſtays me at home: 
phe dreamt laſt night ſhe ſaw my Statue, 
Which like a Fountain, with an hundred Spouts; 
Did run pure Blood; and many luſty Romans 
Tame Smiling, and did bathe their Hands in it: 
And theſe does the apply, for Warnings and Portents; 
8 C 3 And 
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And Evils imminent; and on her Knee 
Hath beeg'd that I will ſtay at home to Day. 
Dec. This Dream is all amiſs interpreted, 
It was a Viſion fair and fortunate : 
Your Statue ſpouting Blood in many Pipes, 
In which ſo many ſmiling Romans bath'd, 
Signifies that from you great Rome ſhall ſuck 
Reviving Blood, and that great Men ſhall preſs 
For Tinctures, Stains, Relicks, and Cognizance. 
This. by Calphurnia's Dream is ſignified. 
Cæſ. And this way have you well expounded it. 
Dec. I have, when you have heard what I can fay ; 
And know it now, the Senate have concluded 
To give this Day a Crown to mighty Caſar. 
If you ſhall ſend them Word you will not come, 
Their Minds may change. Befides, it were a mock 
Apt to be render d, for ſome one to ſay, ' 
Break up the Senate till another time, 
When Caſar's Wife ſhall meet with better Dreams: 
If Caeſar hide himſelf, ſhall they not whiſper, - 
Lo, Caſar is afraid ! ne 
Pardon me, Caſar, for my dear dear Love, 
To your Proceeding, bids me tell you this : 
* Reaſon to my Love is liable. i 1 
Cæſ. How fooliſh do your Fears ſeem now, Calphurnia 
T am aſhamed I did yield to them. 1.45 
Give me my Robe, for I will go. | 
Enter Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, Caska, Trebonius, 
- Cinna, and Publius. 
And look where Publius is come to fetch me. 
Pub. Good-Morrow, Caſar. 4 
'F cæſ. Welcome, Publius. 
| | What Brutus, are you ſtir'd fo early too? ( 
Fr Good-Morrow, Caska : Caius Ligarius, 11 
KH Caſar was ne'er ſo much your Enemy, ] 
[| As that ſame Ague which hath made you lean. 7 
What is't a Clock ? J 
. Bru. Cæſar, tis ſtrucken eight. 4 
Ceſ. I thank you for your Pains and Courteſie. 


E nee 
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Enter Antony. 
See Antony, that revels long a- nights, 
I notwithſtanding up. Good-Morrow, Antony. 
Ant. So to moſt noble Cæſar. 
Caf. Bid them prepare withiry : 
Jam to blame to be thus waited for. 
Now Cinna, now Metellus ; what, Trebonius! 
J have an Hour's talk in ſtore for you, 
Remember that you call on me to Day, 
Be near me, that I mxy remember you. 
Treb. Ceſar, Iwill; and ſo near will I be, [(Aile. 
y; That your beſt Friends ſhall wiſh I had been further. 
Cæſ. Good Friends go in, and taſte ſome Wine with 
And we, like Friends, will ſtraightway go together, (me, 
Bru. That every like is not the ſame, O Cæſar, 
The Heart of Brutus earns to think upon, [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. The Street. 


Enter Artemidorus reading 4 Paper, 


Czſar, beware of Brutus, take heed of Caſſius rome not 
near Caska, have an Eye to Cinna, truſt not 1 rebonius, 
mark well Metellus Cimber. Decius Brutus /oves thee not; 
thou haſt wrong d Caius Ligarius. There is but one Mind in 
all theſe Men, and it is bent againſt Czlar. If thou beeſt not 
Immortal, look about thee : Security gives way to Conſpiracy. 
3 The mighty Gods defend thee. | 
Thy Lover Artemidorus. 
Here will I ſtand, till Ceſar paſs along, 

And as a Suitor will I give him this: 
My Heart laments, that Virtue cannot live 
cout of the teeth of Emulation, 

If thou read this, O Ceſar, thou may ſt live; 

2 If not, the Fates with Traitors do contrive. Exit. 
: Enter Portia and Lucius. 

Por. I prithee, Boy, run to the Senate-houſe, 
Stay not to anſwer me, but get thee gone, 
Why doſt thou ſtay ? 

Luc. To know my Errand, Madam, 


Enter 
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Por. I would have had thee there. and here again, 
Ere I can tell thee what thou ſhouldſt do there—— 
O Conſtancy, be ſtrong upon my fide, | 
Set a huge Mountain tween my heart and tongue; 
I have a Man's Mind, but a Woman's Might: 

How hard it is for Women to keep Council! 
Art thou here yet ? 
Luc. Madam, what ſhould I do ? 
Run to the Capitol, and nothing elſe ? 
And ſo return to you, and nothing elſe ? F 

Por. Yes, bring me word, Boy, if thy Lord look well, 

For he went ſickly forth: and take good note, 
What Caſzr doth, what Suitors preſs to him. 
Hark Boy ! what noiſe is that | 
Luc. I hear none, Madam. 
Por. Prithee liſten well : 
I heard a buſtling Rumour like a Fray, 
And the Wind brings it from the Capitol. 

Luc. Sooth, Madam, I hear nothing. 

Entey Artemidorus. | 

Por. Come hither Fellow, which way haſt thou been ? 

Art. At mine own Houle, good Lady, 

Por. What is't a Clock ? 

Art. About the ninth Hour, Lady. 

Por. Is Cæſar yet gone to the Capitol ? 

Art. Madam, not yet, I go to take my ſtand, 

To ſee him paſs on to the Capitol ? 

Por. Thou haſt ſome Suit, to Caſey, haſt thou not ? 

Art. That | have, Lady, if it will pleaſe Ceſar 
To be ſo good to Cæſar, as to hear me. 

I ſhall beſeech him to defend himſelf. 

Por. Why, know'ſt thou any harm's intended towards 

Art. None that I know will be, (him? 
Much that I fear may chance. 

Good-Morrow to you. Here the Street is narrow: 
The throng that follows Ceſar at the Heels, 

Of Senators, of Prætors, common Suitors. 

Will crowd a feeble Man almoſt to Death: 

I'll get me to a place more void, and there 

. to great Cæſar as he comes along. * 
, : or, 


. 


1.0 


T. 


vit. 


Por. 
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Por. I muſt go in — Aye mel how weak a Thing 

The Heart of Woman is; O Brutus! 

The Heav'ns ſpeed thee in thine Enterprixe. 

Sure the Boy heard me: Brutus hath a Suit 

That Ceſar will not grant. O, I grow faint: 

Run, Lucius, and commeng me to my Lord, 

Say Tam merry; come to me again, ; : 

And bring me word what he doth ſay to thee. [Exeunt.. 


ACT. II. SCENE I. 
SCENE. we Cepitet. 


Houriſb. Enter Cxſar, Brutus, Caſſius, Caska, Decius; 
Metellus, Trebonius, Cinna, Antony, Lepidus, Ar- 
temidorus, Popilius, and the Svotbſayers. ' 


Ca. E Ides of March are come. 
Svot h. Ay, Caſar, but not gone. 
Art. Hail, Caſar : Read this Schedule. 
Dec. Trebonius doth deſire you to o'er-read, 
At your beſt leiſure, this his humble Suit. 
Art. O Cæſar, read mine firſt ; for mines a Suit. 
That touches cæſar nearer. Read it, — Cæſar. 
Ceſ. What touches us our ſelf, ſhall be laſt ſerv d. 
Art. Delay not, Ceſar, read it inſtantly. 
Ceſ. What, is the Fellow mad ? 
Pub. Sirrah, give Place. | 
Caſ. What, urge you your Petitions in the Street? 
ome to the Capitol. | 
Pop. I wiſh your Enterprize to Day may thrive : 
Caſ. What Enterprize, Popilius ? 
Pop. Fare you well. 
Bru, What ſaid Popilius Lena? | 
Caſ. He wiſh'd to Day our Enterprize might thrive :: 
fear our Purpoſe is diſcovered. 
Bru. Look how he makes to Cæſar; mark him. 
Caſ. Caska, be ſudden, for we fear Prevention. 


Brutus, what thall be done? If this be known, 


Caſſius 
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Caſſius or py never ſhall turn back, 
For I will flay my ſelf. 
Bru. Caſſius be conſtant : 
Popilius Lena ſpeaks not of our Purpoſes, 
For look he ſmiles, and cæſar doth not change. 

Caf. Trebonius knows his time; for look you, Brutus, 
He draws Mark Antony out of the way. 

Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber ? Let him go, 

And preſently prefer his Suit to Cæſar. 

Bru. He is addreſt ; preſs near, and ſecond him. 

Cin. Caska, you are the firſt that rears your Hand. 

Ceſ. Are we all ready? What is now amiſs, 

That Caſar and his Senate muſt redreſs ? 

Met. Moſt high, moſt mighty, and moſt puiſſant Cæſar, 
Metellus Cimber throws before thy Seat [ Kneeling. 
An humble Heart. 

Ca. I muſt prevent thee, Cimber 
Theſe Couchings, and theſe lowly Curteſies 
Might fire the Blood of ordinary Men, 

And turn Pre-Ordinance, and firſt Decree; 

Into the lane of Children. Be not fond, 

To think, that Ceſar bears ſuch. Rebel Blood, 

That will be thaw'd from the true Quality, 
With that which melteth Fools ; I mean ſweet Words, 
Low-crooked Curtifies, and baſe 1 Fawning.. 
Thy Brother by Decree is baniſhed ; 

If thou doſt bend, and pray, and fawn for him, 

I ſpurn thee like a Cur out of my way. 

Know, Caſar doth not wrong, nor without Cauſe 
Will he be ſatisfied, 

Met. Is there no Voice more worthy than my own, 
To ſound more ſweetly in great Caſar's Ear, 

For the repealing of my baniſh'd Brother ? 

Bru. I kiſs thy Hand, but not in Flattery, Caſar 3 
Defiring thee, that Publius Cimber may 
Have an immediate Freedom of Repeal. 

Cæſ. What Brutus ! 

Caſ. Pardon, Cæſar, Cæſar Pardon; 

As low as to thy Foot doth Caſſius fall, 
To beg Enfranchiſement for Publius Cimber. 


Cæſ. 


* 


| Should chance- 
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Ce. I could be well moy'd, if I were as you; 
If I could pray to move, Prayers would move me: 


But I am conſtant as the Northern Star, 


Of whoſe true, fixt, and reſting Quality, 

There is no fellow in the Firmament; 

The skies are painted with unnumbred ſparks, 
They are all Fire, and every one doth ſhine 
But there's but one in all doth hold his place. 
So, in the World, *tis furniſh'd well with Men, 


And Men are Fleſh and Blood, and apprehenſive 


Yet in the number, I do know but one 
That unaſſailable holds on his Rank, 
Unſhak'd of Motion: and that J am he, 
Let me a little ſhew it, even in this; 
That I was conſtant Cimber ſhould be baniſh'd, 
And conſtant do remain to keep him ſo. 
Cim. O Caſar — 
Cæſ. Hence ! wilt thou lift up Olympus ? 
Dec. Great Caſar ——— 
Ceſ. Do not, Brutus, bootleſs kneel. : 
Cask. Speak Hands for me. [They Stab Cæſar. 
Cæſ. Et tu Brute Then fall cæſar. 
Cin, Liberty ! Freedom ! Tyranny is dead 
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the Street 
Caſ. Some to the common Pulpits, and cry out, 
Liberty, Freedom, and Enfranchiſement. | 
Bru. People and Senators, be not affrighted ; 
Fly not, ſtand ſtill, Ambition's Debt is paid. 
Cask. Go to the Pulpit Brutus. 
Dec. And Caſſius too, 
Bru. Where's Publius ? | 
Cin. Here, quite confounded with this Mutiny. 
Met. Stand faſt together, leſt ſome Friend of Caſar's 


Bru. Talk not of ſtanding. Publius, good Cheer, 


There is no harm intended to your Pc cſon, 


Nor to no Roman elle ; ſo tell them, Publius. 
Caſ. And leave us, Publius, leſt that the People 


| Ruſhing on us, ſhould do your Age ſome Miſchief. 


Bru. 
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Byu. Do fo, and let no Man abide this Deed, 

But we the Doers. 
Enter Trebonius. 

Caſ. Where is Antony ? 

Tre. Fled to his Houſe amaz d. | 
Men, Wives, and Children, ſtare, cry out, and run, 
As it were Doom's-day. 

Bru. Fates, we will know your Pleaſures; 
That we ſhall die, we know ; *tis but the time 
And drawing Days out, that Men {and upon. 

Cask. Why he that cuts off twenty Years of Life, 
Cuts off ſo many Years of fearing Death. 

Bru. Grant that, and then is Death a Benefit. 
So are we Caſar's Friends, that have abridg d 
His time of fearing Death. Stoop Romans, ſtoop, 
And let us bathe our Hands in Ceſar's Blood, 
Up to the Elbows, and beſmear our Swords; 

en walk we forth even to the Market-place, 
And waving our red Weapons o'er. our Heads, 
Let's all cry Peace] Freedom! and Liberty. 


Caſ. Stoop then, and waſh——How many Ages hence 


[ Dipping their Swords in Czlar's Blood. 
Shall this our lofty Scene be acted over, 
In States unborn, and Accents yet unknown ? 
Bru, How many. times ſhall Ceſar bleed in ſport, 
That now on Pompey's Baſis lyes along, 
No worthier than the Duſt? 
Caſ. So oft as that ſhall be, 
So often ſhall the Knot of us be call'd, 
The Men that give their Country Liberty. 

Dec. What, what, ſhall we forth ? 

Caſ. Ay, every Man away, 4 
Brutus ſhall lead, and we will grace his Heels 
With the moſt bold, and the beſt Hearts of Rome. 

; Enter 4 Servant. 

Bru. Soft, who comes here? a Friend of Antony's. 

Ser. Thus, Brutus, did my Maſter bid me Kneel ; | 
Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down, [ Kneeling. 
And being proſtrate, thus he bade me ſay, 

Brutus is Noble, Wiſe, Valiant and Honeſt ; 


Caſar. 
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Ceſar was Mighty, Bold, Royal, and Loving; 
Say, I love Brutus, and I honour him; 
Say, I fear d Ceſer, honour'd him, and loy'd him. 
If Brutus will vouchſafe, that Antony 
May ſafely come to him, and be reſoly'd 
How Cæſar hath deſery'd to lye in Death, 
Mark Antony ſhall not love Ceſar dead 
So well as Brutus living ; but will follow 
The Fortunes and Affairs of noble Brutus, 
3 the hazards of this untrod State, 
With all true Faith. So ſays my Maſter Antony 
Bru. Thy Maſter is a wiſe and valiant Roman, 
I never thought him worſe. 
Tell him. ſo pleaſe him come unto this place, 
He ſhall be ſatisfied, and by my Honour 
Depart untouch'd. 
Serv. III fetch him e fey Servant, 
Bru. I know that we ſhall have him well to Friend. 
Caſ. I with we may; but yet I have a mind 
That fears him much; and my miſgiving ſtill 
Falls ſhrewdly to the purpoſe, 
Enter Antony, 
Bru. But here comes Antony. 
Welcome Mark Antony; | _ 
Ant. O mi hty Geſer! doſt thou lye ſo low ? 
Are all thy Conqueſts, Glories, Triumphs, Spoils, 
Shrunk to this little Meaſure ? Fare thee well. 
I know not Gentlemen, what you intend, | 
Who elſe muſt be let blood, who elſe is rank; 
Tf I my ſelf, there is no- Hour fo ft ; 
As Cæſar's Deaths Hour; nor no Inſtrument 


Of half that worth, as theſe your Swords, made rich 
With the moſt noble Blood of all this World. 

* do beſeech ye, if you bear me hard, | 

Now, whilſt your purpled Hands do reek and ſmoak, 

| yo wr Pleaſure.) Live a thouſand Years, 

I tha 

No place will pleaſe me ſo, no mean of Death, 


not find my felf ſo apt to die: 
As here by Cæſar, and by you cut off, 
. Bra; 


36 Jurrivs CESAR. Act III. J a; 


Bru. O Antony! Beg not your Death of us: 


In 
Though now we muſt appear bloody and cruel, | 
As, by our Hands, and his our preſent Act, | _ 
You ſee we do; yet ſee you but our Hands, * 
| And this, the bleeding Buſineſs they have done, KF © 
| Our Hearts you ſee not, they are pitiful ; | 1 
And pity to the general wrong of Rome, Ho 
, As Fire drives out Fire, ſo Pity, Pity, | \ Þ Dad 
Hath done this deed on Ceſar. For your part, ; c 
To you, our Swords have leaden Points, Mark Antony, 4 
Our Arms in ftrength of Malice, and our Hearts - © The 
Of Brothers temper, do receive you in, 4 Ihe 
With all kind Love good Thoughts and Reverence. 2 
| Caf. Your Voice ſhall be as ſtrong as any Man's, 4 
In the diſpoſing of new Dignities. Wil 
Bru. Only be patient 'till we have a 'd de 
The Multitude, beſide themſelves with fear, 7 
And then we will deliver you the Cauſe, _ 8 
Why I, that did love cæſar when I ſtruck him, Erie: 
Have thus proceeded. g 1 
Ant. I doubt not of your Wiſdom. hi 
Let each Man render me his bloody Hand; B 
Firſt, Marcus Brutus, will I thake with you; * 
Next, Caius Caſſius, do I take your Hand; Tha! 
Now Decius Brutus, yours; now yours, Metellus ; vou 
Yours, Cinna; and my valiant Caka/ yours; | 4 
Though laſt, not leaſt in love, yours, good Treboniuß; And 
Gentlemen all alas, what ſhall I ſay, WL toms 
My Credit now ſtands on ſuch ſlippery Ground, Aud 
at one of two bad ways you muſt conceit me, ' Speal 
Either a Coward, or a Flatterer. By 
That I did love thee, Cæſar, O tis true Ca 
If then thy Spirit look upon us now, vo 
Shall it not grieve thee dearer than thy Death, That 
| To ſee thy Antony making his Peace, n b 
Shaking the bloody Fingers of thy Faes, | By ti 
Moſt Noble! in the preſence of thy Courſe ? FT. 
Had I as many Eyes, as' thou haſt Wounds, | met 
Weeping as faſt as they ſtream forth thy Blood, * 


It would become me better, than to cloſe 
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In terms of Friendſhip with thine Enemies. 
Pardon me, Fulius——here waſt thou bay d brave Hart, 
Here didſt thou fall, and here thy Hunters ſtand 
Sign'd in thy ſpoil, and crimſon d in thy Lethe. 
O World ! thou waſt the Foreſt to this Hart, 
And this indeed, O World, the Hart of thee. 
How like a Deer, ſtricken by many Princes, 
Doſt thou here lye ? 
Caſ. Mark Anton 
Ant. Pardon me, Caius Ceffus 
The Enemies of Ceſar ſhall ſay this: 
Then in a Friend, it is cold Modeſty, 
Caſ. I blame you not for ptaiſing Cæſar ſo; 
But what compact mean you to have with us ? 
Will you be prick d in number of our Friends, 
Or ſhall we on and not depe d on you? 
Ant. Therefore I took your Hands, but was indeed 
| Sway d from the Point, by looking down on Caſar. 
Friends am I with you all. and love you all, 
Upon this hope that you ſhall give me Reaſons, 
hy. and wherein Ceſar, was dangerous, 
Bru. Or elſe were thisa ſavage Spectacle. 
Our Reaſons are ſo full of good regard, 
That- were you Antony the Son of Caſar, 
| You ſhould be ſatisfied. 
Ant. That's all I ſeek ; 
And am moreover Suitor, that I may 
| Produce his Body to the Market-place, 
And in the Pulpit as becomes a Friend, 
Speak in the Order of his Funeral. 
* Bru. You ſhall, Mark Antony. 
| Caf. Brutus, a word with you — | 
| You know not what you do, do not conſent [Afide, 
That Antony ſpeak in his Funeral: 
* Know you how much the People may be moy'd 
By that which he will utter ? 
* Bru. By your Pardon, 
| I will my ſelf into the Pulpit firſt, 
And ſhew the Reaſon of our Caeſar's Death. 
What Antony ſhall ſpeak, I will proteſt 


He 


Act. II. 
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He ſpeaks by leave, and by a - 

And that we are contented Ceſar ſhall 
Have all true Rites, and lawful Ceremonies: 
It ſhall advantage more, than do us wrong. 

Caſ. I know not what may fall, I like it not. 

Bru. Mark Antony here take your Czſar's Body; 
You ſhall not in your Funeral Speech blame us, 

But ſpeak all good you can deviſe of Cæſar, 
And ſay you do't by our Permiſſion, 
Elſe you ſhall not have any hand at all 
About his Funeral. And you ſhall ſpeak 
Tn the ſame Pulpit whereto I am going, 
After my Speech is ended. 
Ant. Be it ſo; 
J do defire no more. 
Bru. Prepare the Body then, and follow us, [ Excunt. 
Manet Antony. 

Am. O pardon me, thou bleeding piece of Earth, 
That I am meek and gentle with theſe Butchers, 
Thou art the Ruins of the nobleſt Man 
That ever lived in the Tide of Times. 

Woe to the Hand that ſhed this — Blood! 

Over thy Wounds, now do I ”—_ ie, 

(Which, like dumb Mouths, do ope their ruby Lips, 
To beg the voice and utterance of my Tongue) 

A Curſe ſhall light upon the Limbs of Men; 
Domeſtick Fury, and fierce civil Strife, 

Shall cumber all the parts of Italy ; 

Blood and Deſtruction ſhall be ſo in uſe, 

And dreadful Objects ſo familiar, 

That Mothers ſhall but ſmile, when they behold 
Their Infants quartered with the Hands of War: 
All Pity choak'd with Cuſtom of fell Deeds, 

And Caſar's Spirit ranging for Revenge, 

With Are by his ſide, come hot from Hell, 

Shall in theſe Confines, with a Monarch's Voice, 
Cry havock, and let flip the Dogs of War, 

That this foul Deed ſhall ſmell above the Earth 
With Carrion Men, groaning for burial, 
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Enter Octavius's Servant, 
You ſerve Ofavius Cæſar, do you not? 
Ser. I do, Mark Antony, 
Ant. Caſar did write 2 him to come to Rome. 
Ser. He did receive his Letters, and is coming, 
And bid me ſay to you by word of Mouth 
O Cafay |! [Seeing the Body... 
Ant. Thy Heart is big, get thee apart and weep 
Paſſion I fee is catching, for mine Eyes, 
Seeing thoſe Beads of Sorrow ſtand in thine, 
Began to water, Is thy Maſter coming? . 
Ser. He lies to Night within ſeven Leagues of Rot. 
Ant. Poſt back with ſpeed; and tell him what hath : 


Here is a mourning Rowe, a dangerous Rome, (chanc d. 


No Rome of Safety for Offavius yet ; - 

Hie hence, and tell him ſo. Yet ſtay a while, 
Thou ſhalt not back, till I have born this Coarſe 
Into the Market-place : There ſhall I try - 

In my Oration, how the People take 

The cruel iſſue of theſe bloody Men; | 
According to the which, thou ſhalt diſcaurſe 

To young Of4viys of the ſtate of things. 


Lend me your Hand. . [Exeunt with Cæſar's Body 


SCENE II. The Forum. 


Enter Brutus, and goes into the Pulpit ; and Caſſius; with 
the Plebeians. 


Pleb. We will be ſatisfied ; let us he ſatisfied. 


Bru. Then follow me, and give me Audience, Friends: - 


Caſfius, go you into the other Street, 
And part the Numbers : | 
Thoſe that will hear me ſpeak, let'em ſtay here; 
Thoſe that will follow Caſtus go with him, 
And publick Reaſons ſhall be rendred 
Of Cæſars Death. 
1 Pleb. I will hear Brutus ſpeak. 3 
2 Pleb. I will hear Caſſius, and compare their Reaſons, 
When ſeverally we hear them rendered. 


[Exeunz Caſſius, with ſome of the Plebeians. 
| 12 3 Pleb. 
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Pleb. The Noble Brutus is aſcended : Silence. 
ru. Be Patient till the laſt. HUE 

Romans, Country-men, and Lovers, hear me for my 
Cauſe, and be filent, that you may hear. Believe me fo 
mine Honour, and have reſpect to mine Honour, that yo 
may believe. Cenfure me in your Wiſdom, and awake 
your Senſes, that you may the better judge. If there be 
any in this Aſſembly, any dear Friend of Ceſar's, to them 
I fay, that Brutus love to Cæſar was no leſs than his. If 
then, that Friend demand, why Brutus roſe againſt Cæſar, 
this 15 my Anſwer : Not that 1 lov'd Ceſar leſs, hut that! A 
I lov'd Rome more. Had you rather Caeſar were living, Do 
and die all Slaves; than that Cæſar were dead, to live allÞ Te 
Free- men ? As Ceſar loy'd me, I weep for him; as he was] By 
Fortunare, I rejoyceat it; as he was Valiant, Lhonour Id. 
him; but as he was Ambitious, I flew him. There is Say 
Tears for his Love, Joy for his Fortune, Honour for his I 

Valour, and Death for his Ambition. Who is here ſo 
baſe that would be a Bond-man ? If any, ſpeak ; for him W 
ha ve I offended. Who is here ſo rude, that would not be 4 
a Roman ? If any, ſpeak; for him have I offended. Who 4 
3 
e 


is here ſo vile, that will not love his Country? If any, 

ſpeak; for him have I offended, —I pauſe for a Reply H 
All. None, Brutus, none, 4 
Bru. Then none have I offended. I have done no more I 
to Caſar than you ſhall do to Brutus. The Queſtion of 3 
his Death is inroll'd in the Capitol; his Glory not We 
extenuated, wherein he was worthy ; nor his Oftences | 2 
enforc'd, for which he ſuffered Death. 4 
Enter Mark Antony with Cæſar's Body. * 
Here comes his Body, mourn'd by Mark Antony: who * 
though he had no hand in his Death, ſhall receive the ] cc 
Benefit of his dying, a Place in the Commonwealth; as The 
which of you ſhall not ? With this I depart, That as 1 The 
flew my beſt Lover for the good of Rome. I have the $o 1 
ſame Dagger for my ſelf, when it ſhall pleafe my Coun- Hat 
try to need my Death. If i 
All. Live. Brutus, live, live. i An 
3 Pleb. Bring him with Triumph home unto his Houſe. Her 
2 Pleb. (Fo 


Act III. JuLtUus CAESAR. 41 


2 Pleb. Give him a Statue with his Anceſtors, 
3 Pleb. Let him be Caſar. 
4 Pleb. Cæſar s better Parts 
Shall be crown'd in Brutus. 
1 Pleb. We'll bring him to his Houſe 
With Shouts'and Clamours. 
Bru, My Countrymen 
2. Pleb. Peace! Silence! Brutus ſpeaks. 
1 Pieb. Peace, Ha! 
* Bru. Good Countrymen, let me depart alone, 
And for my ſake, ſtay here with Antony; 
Do grace to Caſar's Corps, and grace his Speech 
| Tending to Caſar's Glories, which Mark Antony, 
Buy our Permiſſion, is allow'd to make, 
I do intreat you, not a Man depart, . 
Save I alone, till Antony have ſpoke. [Extt, 
1 Pleb. Stay, Ho, and let us hear Mark Antony. 
W Pieb. Let him go up into the publick Chair, 
ell hear him: Noble Antony, go up. 
Ant. For Brutus ſake I am beholden to you. 
4. Pleb. What does he ſay of Brutus? 
3 Pleb. He ſays, for Brutus's ſake- | 
He finds himſelf beholden to us all. 227 h 
4 Pleb. Twere beſt he ſpeak no harm of Brau here, 
I Pleb. This cæſar was a Tyrant. "1 
3 Pleb. Nay, thats certain; Th. 
We are glad that Rome is rid of him. 
z Pleb. Peace, let us hear what Antony can fay. 
Ant. You gentle Romans 
All. Peace, Ho, let us hear him. 
Ant. Friends, Romans; Countrymen, lend me your Ears; 
I come to bury Ceſar, not to praiſe him. | 
The evil that Men do. lives after them, 
The Good is oft interred with their Bones; 
So let it be with Ceſar; The noble Brutus 
Hath told you. Ceſar was ambitious ; 
If it were ſo, it was a grievous Fault, 
And grievouſly hath Caſ:r anſwer'd 1t; 
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the reſt, 
(For Brutus is an honourable Man, | 
D z Se 


* 
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So are they all, all honourable Men) J & 
Come I to ſpeak in Caſar's Funeral. Wh 
He was my Friend, faithful and juſt to me; T w 
But Brutus ſays, He was ambitious; To 
And Brutus is an honourable Man. The: 
He hath brought many Captives home to Rome, But 
Whoſe Ranſoms did the general Coffers fill; 1 fe 
Did this in Cæſar ſeem ambitions ? Let 
When that the poor have cry'd, Ceſar hath wept 3 WI 
Ambition ſhould be made of ſterner Stuff: Ane 
Yet Brutus ſays, He was ambitious, Ane 
And Brutus is an honourable Man. Yea 
You all did ſee, that on the Lupercal, * An 
I thrice preſented him a Kingly Crown, Beꝗ 
Which he did thrice refuſe. as this Ambition? Unt 
Yet Brutzs ſays, He was ambitious, 4 
And ſure he is an honourable Man. A 
I ſpeak not to diſprove what Brutus ſpoke, 14 
But here I am to ſpeak what I do know. It is 
You all did love him once, not without Cauſe, You 
What Cauſe with-holds you then to mourn for him? Ane 
O Judgment! thou art fled to brutiſn Beaſts, It v 
And Men have loſt the Reafon ——Bear with me, Tis 
My Heart is in the Coffin there with Ceſar, For 
And I muſt pauſe till it come back to me. 4 


1 Pleb. Methinks there is much Reaſon in his Sayings. Lou 
If thou conſider rightly of the Matter 
Cæſar has had great Woe : a (in his Place. 

3 Pleb. Has he. Maſters by fear there will a worſe come 

4 Pleb. Mark d ye his Words? He would not take the 
Therefore tis certain, he was not ambitious. (Crown, 

1 Pleb. If it be found ſo, fome will dear abide it. 

2 Pleb. Poor Soul! his Eyes are red as Fire with weeping. |} 2 

3 Pleb. There's not a nobler Man in Rome than Antony. 

4 Pleb. Now mark him, he begins again to ſpeak. 

Ant. But Yeſterday the Word of Ceſar might 


Have ſtood againſt the World; now lyes he there, nd 
And none ſo poor to do him Reverence. | Shal 
O Maſters! If I were diſpos'd to ſtir S 4 
Tour Hearts and Minds to Mutiny and Rage, | 


I ſhould|: 


S 


N 
- 
* 
1 
* 
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T ſhould do Brutus Wrong. and caſſius Wrong; 
Who, you all know, are honourable Men. 
T will not do them Wrong: I rather chuſe 
To wrong the Dead. to wrong my ſelf and you; 
Than I will wrong ſuch honourable Men. 
But here's a Parchment, with tlie Seal of Ceſar, 
1 found it in his Cloſet, tis his Will, 
Let but the Commons hear this Teſtament, 
Which, pardon me, I do not mean to Read, 
And they would go and kiſs dead Cæſars Wounds, 
And dip their Napkins in his facred Blood; 
Yea, beg a Hair of him for Memory, _ 
And dying; mention it within their Wills, 
2 Bequeathing it as a rich Legacy 
Unto their Iſſue. LA. 
4 Pleb. We'll hear the Will, read it Mark Antony. 
All. The Will, the Will; we will hear Cæſar's Will, 
* Ant. Have Patience, gentle Friends, L muſt not read it, 
It is not meet you know how Ceſar lov'd you. 
You are not Wood, you are not Stones, but Men: 
And being Men, hearing the Will of cæſar, 
It will inflame you, it will make you mad; 
Tis good you know not that you are his Heirs, 
For if you ſhould ——O: what would come of it! 
4 Pleb. Read the Will; we'll hear it, Antony : 
Lou ſhall read us the Will, Ceſar's Will. 
Ant. Will you be patient? will you ſtay a while? 
I have o'erſhot my ſelf to tell you of it. 
fear I wrong the honourable Men, 
V hoſe Daggers have ſtabb'd Ceſar - do fear it. 
4 Pleb. They were Traitors—honourable Men! 
All. The Will! the Teſtament! 
2 Pleb. They were Villains, Murderers; the Will! 
read the Will! 
Ant. You will compel me then to read the Will: 
hen make a Ring about the Corps of Cafar, 
und let me ſhew you him that made the Will. 
Shall I deſcend ? and will you give me Leave. 
All. Come down, [He comes down from the Pulpit. 
2 Pleb. Deſcend. | | 
3 Pleb. 


N 


8 


I Pleh. O moſt bloody Sight! 
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3 Pleb. You ſhall have Leave. 


4 Pleb. A Ring, ſtand round. Al 
1 Pleb. Stand from the Hearſe, ſtand from the Body. Le! 
2 Pleb. Room for Antony——moſt noble Antony! a 
Ant. Nay preſs not ſo upon me, ſtand far off. | 
All. Stand back room —— bear bac 2 


Ant. If you have Tears, prepare to ſhed them now. 
You all do know this Mantle Tas 4 
The firſt Time ever Ceſar put it on, | 
*T was on a Summer's Evening in his Tent, To 
That Day he overcame the Nervii ; 
Look! in this Place, ran caſſtuss Dagger through —< Þ| Wh 


See what a Rent the envious Catha made Tha 
Through this, the well beloved Brutus ſtabb d, Anc 
And as he pluck'd his curſed Steel away, I co 
Mark how the Blood of Caſar foilow'd it Ilan 
As — out of Doors, to be reſoly'd, But, 
If Brutus ſo unkindly knock'd, or no. Tha 
For Brutus, as you know, was Caſar's Angel. Tha 
udge, O you Gods! how dearly Caſar lov'd him ! For 
his was the moſt unkindeſt Cut of all; Acti 
For when the Noble Cæſar ſaw him ſtab, To { 
Ingratitude, more ſtrong than Traitors Arms, I tel 
Quite vanquiſh'd him; then burſt his mighty Heart: Shew 
And in his Mantle muffling up his Face, ind 
Even at the Baſe of Pompey's Statue, | \nd 
Which all the while ran Blood, great cæſer fell. ou 
O what a Fall was there, my Countrymen! | In ey 
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down, The £ 
Whilſt bloody Treaſon flouriſh'd over us. | All 
O, now, you weep, and I perceive you feel 1 F 
The Dint of Pity; theſe are gracious Drops. 3 # 
Kind Souls! what weep you, when you but behold Ant 
Our Caſar's Veſture wounded ? Look you here, All. 
Here is himſelf, marr'd as you ſee with Traitors Ant 
1 Pleb. O piteous Spectacle ! her 
2 Pleb. O Noble Caſar ! las y 
3 Pleb. O wotul Day! ou he: 
4 Pleb, O Traitors, Villains! All. 


2 Pleb} 
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2. Pleb. We will be reveng d: — | 
About——ſeek——burn——fre——kill—ſlay ! 
Let not a Traitor live. 

Ant. Stay Country-men 

1 Pleb. Peace there, hear the noble Antony. 

2 + bg hear him, we'll follow him, we'll dye with 

im. 

Ant. Good Friends, ſweet Friends, let me not ſtir you 


l up 
To ſuch a ſudden Flood of Mutiny : 
| They that have done this Deed, are Honourable ; 
What private Griefs they have, alas, I know nor, 
That made them do it; they are Wiſe and Honourable z 
And will no doubt with Reaſons anſwer you, 
I come not, Friends, to ſteal away your Hearts; 
J am no Orator, as Brutus is; | 
But, as you know me all, a plain blunt Man, 
That love my Friend, and that they know full well, 
That give me publick leave to . of him: 
For I have neither Wit, nor Words, nor Worth; 
Action nor Utterance, nor the Power of Speech, 
To ſtir Mens Blood; I only ſpeak right on. 
I tell you that, which you your ſelves do. know, 
Shew you ſweet Czfar's Wounds, poor, poor dumb Mouths, 
and bid them ſpeak for me; but were I Brutus, 
\nd Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
ou'd ruffle up your Spirits, and put a Tongue 
Un every Wound of Ac al that ſhould move 
The Stones of Rome toriſe in Mutiny. 
All. We'll Mutiny —— | 
1 Pleb. We'll burn the Houſe of Brutus. 
3 Pleb. Away, then, come, ſeek the Conſpirators. 
Ant. Yet hear me, Country-men, yet hear me ſpeak. 
All. Peace ho, hear Antony, moſt noble Antony. 
Ant. Why. Friends, you go to do you know not what, 
herein hath Cæſar thus deſerv d your Loves? | 
las you know not ; I muſt tell you then: 
ou have forgot the WillI told you of. 
All. Moſt true the Will lets ſtay and hear the Will. 


Ant, 


On _ 
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Ant. Here is the Will, and under Ceſar's Seal. Ye 
To every Roman Citizen he gives, | 1 
To every ſeveral Man, ſeventy five Drachma's, 
2 Pleb. Moſt noble cæſar! we'll revenge his Death. 
3 Pleb. O Royal Caſar ! | 
Ant. Hear Me with Patience, 
All. Peace ho! 
Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all his Walks, 
His private Arbors, and new planted Orchards, 
On this fide Tiber, he hath left them you, | 
And to your Heirs for ever; common Pleaſures, do 
To walk abroad, and recreate your ſelves. 


"IF Fre Ta Oo OO R- Eg” 


Here was a Cæſar, when comes ſuch another ? _ 

1 Pleb. Never, never; come, away, away . 

We'll burn his Body in the holy Place, ——_ 

And with the Brands, fire all the Traitors Houſes. er 

Take up the Body. c 
2 Pleb. Go fetch Fire. 

3 Pleb. Pluek down Benches. 5 

4 Pleb. Pluck down Forms, Windows, any Thing. 

0 [ Exeunt Plebeians with the Body. - 

Ant. Now let it work; Miſchief thou art afoot. #. 

Take thou what Courſe thou wilt. 

How now, Fellow? 3 

Enter 4 Servant. | 

Ser. Sir, Ofavius is already come to Rome.” 1 

Ant Where is he? 8 


Ser. He and Lepidus are at Cæſar's Houſe. bad 
Ant. And thither will I ſtraight, to vifit him; 


He comes upon a wiſh, Fortune is merry, 7 Ci 

And in this Mood will give us any thing. 3 The 
Ser. I heard him ſay, Brutus and Caſſius 

Are rid, like Madmen, through the Gates of Rowe. T0 
Ant. Belike they had ſome natice of the People, Jang 


How I had mov d them. Bring me to Oftauius. (Exe un 

Enter Cinna the Poet, and after him the Plebeians. 

Cin. I dreamt to Night, that I did feaſt with Caſer, | 

And things unluckily charge my Fantaſie ; f 
I have no will to wander forth of Doors, Wy 
[I 
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Yet ſomething leads me forth, 

1 Pleb, What is your Name? 

2 Pleb. Whither are yougoing ? 

3 Pleb. Where do you dwell ? 

4 Pleb. Are you a married Man, or a Batchelor ? 

2 Pleb. Anſwer every Man directly. 

I Pleb. Ay, and briefly. 

4 Pleb. Ay, and wiſely. 

3 Pleb. Ay, and truly, you were beſt. 

Cin. What ismy Name? Whither am I'going ? Where 
do I dwell ? Am I a married Man, or a Batchelor 2 Then 
to anſwer every Man directly and briefly, wiſely and 
truly; wiſely, I fay——1 ama Batchelor. 

2 Pleb. That's as much as to ſay, they are Fools that 
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| marry ; you II bear me a Bang for that, I fear: Pro- 
| ceed directiy. 


Cin. Directly, I am going to Caſar's Funeral. 

1 Pleb. As a Friend, or an Enemy? 

Cin. As a Friend. 

2. Pleb. That Matter is anſwered directly. 

4. Pleb. Eor your dwelling; briefly. 

Cin. Briefly, I dwell by the Capitol. 

3 Pleb. Your Name, Sir. truly. 

Cin. Truly my Name is Cinns. 

1 Pleb. Tear him to pieces, he's a Confpirator. 
Cin. I am Cinna the Poet, I am Cinnz the Poet. 
4. Pleb. Tear him for his bad Verſes, tear him for his 


bad Verſes. 


Cin. I am not Cinna the Conſpirator. 
4. Pleb. It is no Matter, his Name's Cinna, pluck but 


his Name out of his Heart, and turn him going. 

3. Pleb. Tear him, tear him come Brands ho, Firebrands: 

To Brutus, to Caſſius, burn all. Some to Decius's Houſe, 
| And ſome to Caska's, ſome to Ligarius : Away, go. 


¶Exeunt all the Plebeians. 


b ACT 


' 
| 
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ACT W. SCENE. I. 11 
SCENE Rome. — 
Enter Antony, Octavius, and Lepidus. A 
Ant. Heſe many then ſhall die, their Names are prickt. 9 
Oct. Your Brother too muſt die; conſent you, ¶ ge 
Lep. I do conſent. (Lepidus.Þ Bu 
Oct. Prick him down Antony. 1 
Lep. Upon Condition Publius ſhall not live, Ar 
Who is your Siſter's Son, Mark Antony. * Th 
Ant. He ſhall not live; look, with a Spot, I damn him. Ou 
But Lepidus, go you to Cæſar's Houſe ; | An 
Fetch the Will hither, and we ſhall determine Ho 
How to cut off ſome Charge in Legacies. An 
Lep, What ? ſhall I find you here? C 
Of. Or here, or at the Capitol. [Exit Lepidus. An 
Ant. This is a ſlight unmeritable Man, An 
Meet to be ſent on Errands: Is it fit, Mil 
The three fold World divided, he ſhould ſtand 
One of the three to ſhare it; | GS ( 


Oct. So you thought him. 
And took his Voice, who ſhould be prickt to die, 
In our black Sentence and Proſcription. | 
Ant. Ofavius, I have ſeen more Days than you; Dyu 
And though we lay theſe Honours on this Man, 
To eaſe our ſelves of divers fland'rous Loads, 
He ſhall but bear them, as the Aſs bears Gold; 
To groan and ſweat under the Buſineſs, 
Either led or driven, as we print the way, 
And having brought our Treaſure, where we will, 
Then take we down his load, and turn him off, 
Like to the empty Aſs, to ſhake his Ears, 
And graze in Commons. 
Oct. You may do your Will; 
But he'sa try'd and valiant Soldier. 
Ant. So is my Horſe, OXavius, and for that, 
I de appoint him ſtore of Provender, 
Et is a Creature that I teach to fight, 
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To wind, to ſtop, to run directly on. 
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His corporal Motion, govern'd by my Spirit; 
And in ſome taſte, is Lepidus but ſo ; 

He muſt be taught, and train'd, and bid go forth, 
A barren ſpirited Fellow, one that feeds 

On Objects, Arts, and Imitations, 

Which out of uſe, and ſtal'd by other Men, 


Begin his Faſhion.” Do not talk of him, 


But as a Property. And now, Ofavius, 
Liſten great Things —— Brutus and Caſius 
Are levying Powers; we mult ſtraight make Head, 
Therefore let our Alliance be combin'd, 
Our beſt Friends made, and our beſt Means ſtretcht out, 
And let us preſently go fit in Council, 
How covert Matters may be beſt diſclos'd, 
And open Perils ſureſt anſwered. - 
Oct. Let us do ſo ; for we are at the ſtake, 
Aid bayed about with many Enemies, 
And ſome that ſmile have in their Hearts, I fear, 
Millions of Miſchiefs. [Exeunt, 


SCENE II. Before Brutus's Tent, in 
the Camp near Sardis. 


Drum. Enter Brutus, Lucilius, and Soldiers ; Titinius 
and Pindarus meeting them. 
Bru. Stand, ho! | 


e. Give the Word, ho! and fand! 
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Such as he is, full of Regard, and Honour. 


Bru. What now, Lucilius © is Caſſius near? 

Luc. He is at Hand, and Pindarus is come 

o do you Salutation from his Maſter. 
Bru. He greets me well. Your, Maſter, Pindarus, 
In his own change, or by ill rs, Ro 
ath given me ſame, worthy cauſe to wiſh, - . 
hings done, undone ; but if he be at Hand, 

| ſhall be. ſatisfied,” -: -..'. . nn 

Pin, I do not doubt 


But that my noble Maſter will appear 


E 2 | wo 
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Bru. He is not doubted. A word Luciliu ——— 
How he . 'd mow, ler x be reſolv d. 

Luc. With courtefie, and with reſ n_—_ 
But not. with ſuch familiar Fnſtances, oo * 
Nor with ſuch free and friendly Conference, 

As the hath us'd of old. 

Bru. Thou haſt deſcrib'd 
A hot Friend, cooling; ever note, Lucilius, 
When Love begins to ſicken and decay, 

It uſeth an enforced Ceremony. 

There are no tricks in plain and ſimple Faiths: 

ut hollow Men, like Horſes hot at Hand. r 
Make gallant ſhew, and promiſe of their Mettle. 


[Low March within. | 


But when they ſhould eridure the blobdy Spur, 
"They fall their Creſts, and like deceitful Jades, 
Sink in the trial. Comes his Army on ? 
Luc. They mean this Night in Sardis to be quarter ds 
The greater Part, the Horſe in N 
Are come with Caſſius. 
Enter Caſſius and vuldiers. 
Bru. Hark, he is arrivd; - 
March gently on to meet him, 
Cal. mes, ow k te W 8 0 
Bru. Stan o! 2 t or alon 
' Within. stand! Ty ” 
Within. Stand!!! . * | 
Within. Stand ! 
Caſ. Moſt noble Brother? | you have gone « me een 
Bru. judge me, you Gods! wrong I mine Enemies? 
And if not ſe, how ſhould I'wrong a Brother? 
Caſ. Brutus, this ſober Form of yours hides wrongs, 
And when you de them 
Bru. Caſſius, be content, 11.0 40 vers 11 
Speak your, Griefs ſoftly, 1 do'know = well. 
Before the Eyes of both our Armies 
(Which ſhould perceive nothing but 5 from us) 
Let us not wrangle. Bid them move away 
"Then in wy Tent Caſſius enlarge your Griefs, 
And I will give you Audtence. 
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Caſ. Pindarus, | | 
Bid our Commanders lead their Charges off 
A little from this Ground. 

Bru. Lucilius, do you the TIike, and let no Marr 
Come to our tent, till we have done our Conference... 
Let Lucius and Titinius guard the Door. [Exeiur. 

Ma nent Brutus and Caſſius. 

caſ. That you have wrong'd me doth appear in this. 

You have condemn d, and noted Lucius Pella, 


For taking Bribes here of the Szrdians; 


Wherein, my Letter praying on his fide, 

Becauſe I knew the Man was {lighted of, 
Bru. You wrong'd your ſelf to write in ſuch a Caſe. . 
Caf. In ſuch a time as this, it is not meet, 

That every nice Offence ſhould bear his Comment. 
Bru. Let me tell you, Caſſius, you your ſelf 

Are much condemn'd to have an itching Palm, 

To ſell, and marr your Offices for Gold 

To Undeſervers. | 

Caſ. I an itching Palm ? 

You know that you are Brutus that ſpeaks this, 

Or by the Gods, this Speech were elſe your laſt. 
Bru. The Name of Caffius honours this Corruption; 

And Chaſtiſement doth therefore hide his Head. | 
Caſ. Chaftiſement ! 
Bru. Remember March, the Ides of March remember; 

Did not great Fu/ius bleed for Juſtice ſake ? 

What Villain touch'd his Body, that did ftab, 

And not for Juſtice? What, ſhall one of Us, | 

That ſtruck the foremoſt Man of all this World, 

But for ſupporting Robbers, ſhall we now | 

Contaminate our Fingers, with bale Bribes ? 


And ſell the mighty ſpace of our large Honours - 
For ſo much traſh, as may be graſped thus? 
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I had rather be a Dog, and bait the Moon, 
Than ſuch a Roman. 

Cal. Brutus, bait not me, 
[I'll not endure it; you forget Jour ſelf, 
To hedge me in. I am a Soldier, I. 


| Older in Practice, abler than your ſelf 


E 3 To 


52 Jorrus CESAR. Ad IV. 


To make Conditions. 
Bru. Go to; you are not Caſſius. 
Caſ. J am. 
Bru. I ſay, you are not. 
Caſ. Urge me no more, I ſhall forget my ſelf — 
Have mind .upon your Health — Tempt me no farther, 
Bru. Away, ſlight Man. | 
Caſ. Ist poſlible ? 
Bru. Hear me, for I will ſpeak. 
Muſt I give way, and room to your raſh Choler ? 
Shall I be frighted, when a Madman ſtares ? 
Caſ. O ye Gods! ye Gods! muſt I endure all this? 


- Bru. All this Ay more. Fret till your proud Heart break, 


Go ſhew your Slaves how Cholerick you are, 
And make your Bondmen tremble. Muſt I budge ? 
Muſt I obſerve you; muſt I ſtand and crouch 
under your teſty Humour ? By the Gods 
You ſhall digeſt the Venom of your Spleen, 
Tho' it do ſplit you. For from this Day forth, 
III uſe you for my Mirth, yea, for my Laughter, 
When you are waſpiſh. „ 

Caſ. Is it come to this ? 

Bru. You ſay, you are a better Soldier; 
Let it 1 81 ſo; make your vaunting true, 
And it ſhall pleaſe me well. For mine own part, 
I ſhall be glad to learn of noble Men. 


Caſ. You wrong me every way —You wrong me, Brutus; 


I ſaid, an Elder Soldier not a Better, 
Did I ſay Better — 
Bru. If you did, I care not. 
Caſ. When Caſar liv'd, he durſt not thus have moy'd me. 
Bru. Peace. peace, you durſt not ſo have tempted him. 
Caſ. I durſt not ! — 
Bru. No. | 
Caſ. What ? durſt not tempt him! 
Bru. For your Life you durſt not. 
Caſ. Do not preſume too much upon my Love, 
] may do that] ſhall be ſorry for. 
Bru. You have done that you ſhould be ſorry for, 
There is no Terror, Caſſius, in your Threats, 


For 
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For I am arm'd'fo ſtrong in honeſty. 

That they paſs by me, as the idle Wind, 

Which I reſpect not. I did ſend to you 

For certain Sums of Gold, which you deny'd me; 

For I can raiſe no Money by vile Means. . 
By Heaven, I had rather coin my Heart, 


And drop my Blood for Drachma's, than ro wring 
From the hard Hands of Peaſants, their vile Traſh 
By any Indirection. I did ſend 


To lock ſuch Raſcal 


To you for Gold to pay my Legions, 
Which you deny'd me; was that done like Caius ? 
Should I have anſwered Caius Caſſius fo? 
When Marcus Brutus grows ſo covetous, 

they at from his Friends, 
Be ready Gods with all your Thunder-bolts, 


*. Daſh him to Pieces. 


Caf. I deny'd you not. 

Bru. You did. | | 

Caſ. I did not —— He was but a Fool (Heart, 
That brought my Anſwer back— Brutus hath riy'd my 
A Friend ſhould bear a Friend's Infirmities. : 


But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 
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Bru. I do not *till you practiſe them or» me, 
Caſ. You love me not. | 
Bru. I do not like your Faults. 
Caſ. A friendly Eye could never ſee ſuch Faults. 
Bru. A Flatterer's would not, tho' they do appear 
As huge as high Olympus. | | | 
Caſ. Come Antony, and young Ofavius come, 
Revenge your ſelves alone on caſſius, 
For Caſſius is a weary of the World; 
Hated by one he loves, brav'd by his Brother, 
Check'd like a Bondman, all his Faults obſerv'd, 
Set in a Note-Book, learn'd, and conn'd by rote, 
To caſt into my Teeth. O I could weep 
My Spirit from mine Eyes! There is my Dagger, 
And here.my naked Breaſt. — Within, a Heart 
Dearer than Pluto's Mine, richer than Gold; 
If that thou beeſt a Roman take it forth, 
I that deny'd thee Gold, will give my Heart 
| E 4 Strike 
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Strike as thou didſt at Ceſar, for I know, 

When thou didſt hate him worſt, thou loy'dſt him better 

Than ever thou loy'dſt Caſſius. 
Bru. Sheath your Dagger; 

Be angry when you will, it ſhall have ſcope, 

Do what you will, Diſhonour ſhall be Humour.. - 

O, Caſſius, you are yoaked with a Lamb, 

That carries Anger as the Flint bears Fire, 

Who much inforced, ſhews a haſty Spark, 

And ſtraight is cold again. | 
Caſ. Hath Caffius liv'd | 

To be but Mirth and Laughter to his Brutus, 

When Grief and Blood 1il]-temper'd vexeth him? 
Bru. When I ſpoke that, I was ill temper'd too. 
Caſ. Do you confeſs fo much ? give me your Hand. 


Bru. And my Heart too. { Embracing, 


Caſ. O Brutus ! 

Bru. What's the Matter ? 

Caſ. Have not you Love enough to bear with me, 
When that raſh Humour which my Mother gave me 
Makes me forgetful 2 

Bru. Yes, Caſſius, and from henceforth 
When you are over-earneſt with your Brutus, 

He'll think your Mother chides, and leave you ſo. 
Enter Lucius and Titinius, and a Paet. 

Poet; Let me go in to ſee the Generals, 

There is ſome grudge between em, tis not meet 

They be alone. | . 

Luc. You ſhall not come to them, 

Poet. Nothing but Death ſhall ſtay me. 

Caſ. How now ? Whats the Matter ? 

Poet. For ſhame, you Generals, what do you mean? 
Love, and be friends, as Two ſuch Men ſhould be, 
For I have ſeen more Years I'm fure than ye. 

Caſ. Ha, ha — how vilely doth this Cynick Rhime ! 

Bru. Get you hence, Sirrah ; ſawcy Fellow, hence. 

Caſ. Bear with him, Brutus, tis his Faſhion. 

Bru. I'll know his Humour, when he knows his Time; 
What ſhould the Wars do with theſe jigging Fools? 
Companion, hence, 
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Caſ. Away, away, be gone. [Exit Poet. 
Bru. apy _—_ gs bid the- Commanders 

Prepare to lodge their Companies to Night. 

Caſ. And come yourſelves, and bring Aeſſala with you 

Immediately to us. —2 Lucilius and Titinius 
Bru. Lit ins, a Bowl of Wine. 

Caf. I did not think you could have been ſo angry. 
Bru. O Caſſius, IL am fick of many Griefs. 
Caſ. Of your Philoſophy you make no uſe, 

If you give place to accidental Evils. | 
Bru. No Man bears Sorrow better ——Portia is dead. 
Caſ. Ha | Portia |! 
27 How Gep'd Lhillingl e Icro you 
Caſ. How ſcap illing, w you ſo ? 

— 


D inſupportable and 
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Upon what Sickneſs ? 

Bru. Impatient of my abſence ;_ - 
And Grief, that young Ofevius with Mark Antony; 
Have made themſelves fo ftrong : For with her Death, 
That tydings come. With this ſhe fell diſtract, 
And (her Attendants abſent) ſwallow'd Fire. 

Caſ. And dy'd fo ? 

Bru. Even ſo. 

Caf. O ye immortal Gods | 

Euter Boy with Wine and Tapeys, 

Bru. Speak no more of her: Give me a Bowl of Wine. 
In this I bury all unkindnefs, Caſſius. [Drin N. 

Caſ. My Heart is thirſty for that noble Pledge. 
Fill, Lucius, till the Wine o'er-ſwell the Cup; 

I cannot drink too much of Brutus Love. 
Enter Titinius, and Meſſala. 

Bru. Come in, Titinius; welcome, good Meſſa/s :: 
Now fit we cloſe about this Taper here, 

And call in queſtion our Neceſſities. 

Caſ. Portia | art thou gone ? 

Bru. No more, I pray you. 

Aſeſſala, IJ have here received Letters, 

That young Ofavizs, and Mark Antony, 
Come down upon us with a mighty Power,. 
Bending their Expedition toward Philippi. 


Mel, . 
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Meſ. My ſelf have Letters of the ſelf- ſame tenure 

Bru. With what Addition? | | 

Meſ. That by Proſeription, and Bills of Outlawry 
Octavius, Antony, and Lepidus, 5 
Have put to Death an hundred Senators. 

Bru. Therein our Letrers do not well 
Mine ſpeak of ſeventy Senators, that dy 
By their Proſcriptions, Cicero being one. 

Caſ. Cicero ONe f———— : 

Meſ. Cicero is dead; and by that order of Proſcription. 
Had you your Letters from your Wife, my Lord ? 

Bru. No, Meſſala. 

Meſ. Nor nothing in your Letters writ of her ? 

Bru. Nothing Mals. | 

Meſ. That, methinks, is ſtrange. : 

Bru. Why ask you ? hear you ought of her, in yours? 

Meſ. No, my Lord. 

Bru. Now as you are a Roman, tell me true. 

Meſ. Then like a Roman, bear the Truth I tell, 

For certain ſhe is dead, and by ſtrange manner. | 

Bru. Why, farewel, Portia we muſt die, Nala. 
With meditating that ſhe muſt die once, 

I have the patience to endure it now. 

Meſ. Even ſo great Men, great Loſſes ſhould endure, 

Caſ. I have as much of this in Art as 2 
But yet my Nature could not bear it ſo. ; 

Bru. Well, to our Work alive, What do you think 
Of marching to Philippi preſently. 

Caſ. I do not think it good, 

Bru. Your Reaſon ? 

Caſ. This it is : | 
Tis better that the Enemy ſeek us, ; 

So ſhall he waſte his means, weary his Soldiers, 
Doing himſelf Offence, whilſt we lying ſtill, 
Are full of reſt, defence and nimbleneſs. 


Bru. Good Reaſons muſt of force give place to better, ; 


The People *twixt Philippi, and this Ground, 
Do ſtand but in a forc'd Affection; 

For they have grudg d us Contribution. 

The Enemy marching along by them, 
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By them ſhall make a fuller number up, 
Come on refreſht, new added, and encourag'd ; 
From which Advantage ſhall we cut him off, 
If at Philippi we do face him there, 
Theſe People at our back. 
Caſ. Hear me, good Brother 
Bru. Under your Pardon. You muſt note beſide, 
That we have try'd the utmoſt of our Friends ; 
! Our Legions are brim full, our Cauſe is ripe, 
The Enemy encreaſeth every Day, 

We at the height, are ready to decline, 
There is a Tide in the Affairs of Men, 
Which taken at the Flood, leads on to Fortune; 
Omitted, all the Voyage of their Life, 
Ils bound in Shallows, and in Miſeries. 

On ſuch a full Sea, are we now a- float, 

And we muſt take the Current when it ſerves, 

Or loſe our Ventures. E 
Caſ. Then with your will go on; we will along 

Our ſelves, and meet them at Philippi. 

Bru. The deep of Night is crept upon our Talk, 

And Nature muſt obey neceſſity, _ 

Which we will niggard with a little Reſt ; 

There is no more to ſay. 

Caſ. No more; good Night ;———— _ 

Early to Morrow we will riſe, and hence, 

| Enter Lucius. 
| Bru. Lucius, my Gown ; farewel, good Meſſala, 
> Good Night, Titinius : Noble, Noble Caſſius, 
Good Night, and good Repoſe. 
Caf. O my dear Brother: 
This was an ill beginning of the Night, 
Never come ſuch Diviſions tween our Souls; 
Let it not, Brutus. 
| Enter Lucius with the Gown. 
Bru. Every thing is well. 
* Caf. Good Night, my Lord. 
Bru. Good Night, good Brother. 
Tit. Meſſala, Good Night, Lord Brutus! 


Bru. 
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Bru. Fare wel, every one. Exeum. 

Give me the Gown. Where is thy Inſtrament ? 

Luc. Here in the Tent. ” 

Bru. What, thou fpeakeſt drowſfily ? | 
Poor Knave, I blame thee not, thou art o'er-watch'd; 
Call Claudius, and fome other of my Men, 

III have them fleep on Caſhions in my Tent. . 

Luc. Varro and Claudius.” 

Enter Varro and Claudius. 

Var. Calls my Lord? | _—_ 

Bru, I pray you, Sirs, lye in my Tent, and ſleep; 

It may be, I ſhall raiſe you by and by, 

On Buſineſs to my Brother Caſſius. (ſure. 
Var. So pleaſe you, we will ſtand, and watch your Plea- 
Bru. I will not have it fo; lye down good Sirs, 

It may be I ſhall otherwiſe bethink me. 

Look Lucius, here's the Book I fonght for fo; 

I put it in: the Pocket of my Gown. | 
Luc. I was ſure your Lordſhip did not give it me. 
Bru. Bear with me, good Boy, I am much forgerful, 

Canſt thou hold uy thy heavy. Eyes a while, f 

And touch thy Inſtrument, a ftrain or two? 

Luc. Ay, my Lord, art pleafe you. | 

Bru. It does, my Boy ; . W 
I trouble thee. too. much, but thou art willing. 

Luc. It is my Duty, Sir. 

Bru. I-ſhould not urge thy Duty paſt thy Might, 

h ee Bloods look for a time of Reſt. 

Luc. I have ſlept, my Lord, already. 

Bru. It was well done, and thou ſhalt ſleep again; 
Iwill not hold thee long, If I do live, 

I'will be good to thee. [Muſick and a Song, 

This is a ſleepy Tune————0O murderous ſlumber! 

Lay'ſt thou thy Leaden Mace upon my-Boy, ? 

That plays thee Muſick ? Gentle Knave, ＋ Night. 

Iwill not do thee ſo much wrong to wake thee. 

If thou doſt nod, thou break ſt thy Inſtrument, 

Fll take it from thee, and, good Boy, good Night. 

Let me ſee, let me ſee ? is not the Leaf turn'd down 
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eee 1 left reading: ? Here it is, I think. 


{ He fers down to read. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Cxſar. 
How ill this Taper burns]! Ha! Who comes here? 
I think it is the weakneſs of mine Eyes, 
That ſhapes this monſtrous Apparition. 


It comes upon me; Art thou any thing? 
Art thou ſome God, ſome Angel or ſome Devil, 
8 * — mak ſt my Blood cold. end my Hair to ſtare ? 


| ; Ghoſt. Thy evil Spirit, Bruzus,. 


k to me, what thou art ? 5 
Bru. Why com ſt theu ? 
Ghoſt. To tell thee thou ſhalt ſee me at Philippi. 
_ 1 I ſhall fee thee again hoſt 
Ghoſt. Ay, at Philippi. [Exi#G 
Bru. Why, I will fee thee at Philippi then; 

Now I have taken heart. thou vaniſheſt, 


III spirit; ; I would hold more talk with thee. 


Boy! 


Lucius * Parrol Claudius | Sirs! ae! 


Claudius! N 


Luc. The ſtrings, my Lord are falſe. | 
Bru. He thinks he ſtill is at his Inſtramewe. 


| Lucius | awake. 


um ̃ G IE SIT, 


Luc. My Lord! 
Bru; Didſt thou — Lucius, that thou ſo eriedſt 
Luc. My Lord, I do not know that I did cry. (out? 
Bru. Yes. that thou didſt; didſt chou ſee any thing? 
Luc. Nothing, my Lord. 
Bru. Sleep again, Lucius; Sirrah, Claudius, Fellow! | 
Thou awake. 
Var. My Lord! 
Clau. =y =, Bd 
Bru. phy did you ſo cry out, Sirs, in your Sleep 7 
Both. Did we, my Lord ? 
Bru. Ay, ſaw you any thing, 
Var. No, my Lord, I ſaw noching 
Clau. Nor I, my Lord. 
Bru. Go, and commend me to my mrother Caſſut; 
Bid him e ſet on his Powers betimes — 
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And we will follow. | 
| Both, It ſhall be done, my Lord. | [Exeunt, 


1 — 2 
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SCENE Il. 
SCENE the Fields of Philippi, with the :e Camps 

Enter Octavius, Antony, and their Army. | | J 


Ota. NN Antony, our Hopes are anſwered, 
You ſaid the Enemy would not come down, 
But keep the Hills and upper Regions; L 
It proves not ſo; their Battels are at hand, 
They mean to warn us at Philippi here, 
Anſwering before we do demand of them. 
Ant. But I am in their Boſoms, and I know | 
Wherefore they do it; they could be content 
To viſit other Places, and come down 
With fearful bravery ; thinking by this'Face a 
To faſten in our thoughts that they have Courage. 
But tis not ſo. = as 45" Ap 
Wo Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. Prepare you Generals, 211 
The Enemy comes on in gallant new: 
Their bloody Sign of Battel is hung out, 
And ſomething to be done immediately, 
Ant. Ofavius, lead your Battle ſoftly on 
Upon the left Hand of the even Field, 4x4 
Oct a. 1 the right Hand 1, keep thou the left. 
Ant, Why do you croſsme in this exigent 
Ofa. I do not croſs you; but I wfll do ſo,  [March. 
Drum. Enter Brutus, Caſſius, and theit Army. 
- Bru.” They ſtand, and would have Parley. 
Caſ. Stand faſt, Titinius we muſt out and talk. 
' Offa. Mark Antony, ſhall we give fign of Battle 
Ant. 
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Ant. No, Ceſar, we will anſwer on their Charge. 
Make forth, the Generals would have ſome Words. 

Octa. Stir not until the Signal. | 

Bru. Words before Blows; is it ſo, Countrymen? 

Ofa. Not that we love Words better, as you do. 

Bru. Good Words are better than bad Strokes. Ofavius 

Ant. In your bad Strokes, Brutus, you give good Words, 
Witneſs the hole you made in Caſar's Heart, 

Crying, Long live, hail Cæſar. 

Caſ. Antony, | 
The poſture none Blows are yet unknown; 
But for your Words, they rob the Hibla Bees, 
And leave them Honey-leſs. | 

Ant. Not ſtingleſs too. | 

Bru. O yes, and ſoundleſs too 
For you have ſtoln their buzzing Antony, 

And very wiſely threat before you ſting. 


Ant. Villains! you did not ſo, when your vile Daggers 
Hack d one another in the ſides of Ceſar. *' (Hounds, 
You ſhew'd your Teeth like Apes, and fawn'd like. 


And bow'd like Bond-men, „ Tag Feet; 
Whilſt damned Caska, like a Cur, behind 
struck Ceſar on the Neck. O you Flatterers ! 
Caf. Flatterers ! Now Brutus thank your ſelf ; 
This Tongue had not offended fo to day, 
If — * might have rul'd. 
9 4 


Come, come, the Cauſe. If arguing make us 


The proof of it will turn to redder Drops. (weat, 

Behold, I draw a Sword againſt Conſpirators, 

When think you that the Sword goes up again? 

Never till cæſar's three and thirty Wounds 

# Be well aveng'd ; or till another Ceſar 

Have added Slaughter to the Sword of Traitors. 

* Bru. Ceſar, thou canſt not dye by Traitors Hands, 
Unleſs thou bringſt them with thee. Bs 

Octa. So I hope; 


I was not born to die on Brutus Sword. - 


Bru. O if thou wert the nobleſt of thy ſtrain, 
Young Man, thou couldſt not dye more Honourable. 


Caſe 
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Caſ. A peeviſh School- boy, worthleſs of ſuch Honour, 
Join d with a Masker and a Reveller. 
Ant. Old Caſſius ſtill. 5 21 
oct. Come, Antony, away 5... 
Defiance, Traitors, hurl we in your Teeth, 
If you dare tight to Day, come to the Fields, 
If not, when you have Stomac 
ee Octavius. ay. and Army. 
Caſ. Why now blow Wind, ſwell Billow,and ſwim Bark: 
The Storm is up, and all is on the Hazard. 
Bru. Ho, Lucius, — hark a word with y 
I[Lucilius and Meſſala fend forth 
Luc. My Lord. (Brutus ſpeaks 6 pert ic Tucilius 
Caſ. Meſſala. 
Meſ. What ſays my General 7 
Caſ. Meſſala, this is my Birth-Day; as this very Day 
Was Caſſius born. Give me thy Hand, aſeſſa a; 
Be thou my Witneſs, that feel my Will, 
As Pompey was, 2” I He d to ſet 
Upon one Battle all 
You know that I held Epicurus _ 
And his Opinion; now I change my Mind, 
And partly credit Things that do prefage. . 
Coming from $4ardiz, on our foremoſt — . 
Two mighty Eagles fell. and there they pearch d, 
Gorging — feeding from our Soldiers Hands, 
2 to Philippi e ber. us: F 
Mornin y fled away, and gone, 
Thi in A heir bead 4 do Ravens, Crows and Kites. 
Fly o er our Heads, and downward look on us 
As we were fickly Prey; their ſhadows ſeem 
A Canopy moſt fatal, under Which 
Our 2 lies, ready to give up the Ghoſt. 
Believe not ſo. 
Cl I but believe it partly; 
For I am freſh of Spirit, and reſoly'd 


To meet all Peril, very conſtantly, 
Bru. Even ſo, Lucius. 
Ca}. Now moſt noble Brutus, 
Fhe Gods to Day ſtand friendly ; that we may 


Loyers 
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Lovers in Peace, lead on our Days to Age. 
But ſince the Affairs of Men reſt ſtill uncertain, 
Let's reaſon with the worſt that may befal. 
If we do loſe this Battel, then is this | 
The very laſt Time we ſhall ſpeak together? 
What are you then determined to do? | 
Bru. Even by the Rule of that Philoſophy, 
By which I did blame Caro, for the Death 
Which he did give himfelf, I know not how; 
But I do find it cowardly; and vile, by 
For fear of what might fall, ſo to prevent 
The Time of Life, arming my ſelf with Patience, 
To ſtay the Providence of ſome high Powers, 
That govern us below.” 
Caſ. Then if we lofe this Battel, 
You are contented to be led in Triumph, 
Through the Streets of Rome. 
Bru. No, Caſſiu, no; think not, thou noble Roman 
That ever Brutas will go bound to Rome, 
He bears too great a Mind. But this ſame Day 
Muſt end that Work; the Ides of March begun. 
And whether we ſhall meet again, I know not; 
Therefore out everlaſting Fatewel take; 
For ever, and for ever, farewel, Caſſius; _ 
If we do meet again why, we ſhall ſmile: 
If not, why then, this parting was well made. 
Caſ For ever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus; 
If we do meet again, we'll ſmile indeed; . . 
If not; tis true. this parting was well made. 
Bru. Why then lead on. O that a Man might know. 
The End of this Day's Buſineſs, ere it come; 
ut it ſufficeth, that che Day will dd, * 
And then the End is known. Come ho, away. [Exeunt.. 
Alarum. Enter Brutus and Meſſala. 
Bru. Ride, ride, Meſſalz; xide and give theſe Bills 
Unto the Legions, on the other Side { Loud: Alarum. 
Let them ſet on at once; for I perceive - | 
But cold Demeanor in Ofavio's Wing; 
And ſudderi Puſh gives them the Overthrow,”- 
Ride, ride, . Meſſ4/a, let them all come down, [Exeunt. 
F Alarumbse - 
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þ 
Alarums, Enter Caſſius and Titinius. 

Caſ. O look, Titinius, look, the Villains fly ! 0 
My ſelf have to mine own turn'd Enemy; A 
This Enſign here of mine was turning back, T 
I flew the Coward, and did take it from him. 


Tit. O Caſſius, Brutus gave the Word too early, .; 
Who having ſome Advantage on Ofavine, T 
Took it too eagerly ; his Soldiers fell to Spoil, St 
Whilſt we by Antony are all inclosd.. = 

| Enter Pindarus. ah | G1 

Pin. Fly further off my Lord, fly further off, | WD 
Mark Antony is in your Tents, my Lord; 

Fly therefore, Noble Caſſizs, fly far off. : Di 
Caf. This Hill is far enough. Look, look, Itinius, Fa 
Are thoſe my Tents where I perceive the Fire ? W 

Tit. They are. my Lord. | | 

Caſ. Titinus, if thou loveſt me, Oy | 
Mount thou my Horſe, and hide thy Spurs in him, Is 
*Till he hath brought thee up to yonder Troops. As 


And here again. that I may reſt aſſur d, 
Whether yond Troops are Friend or Enemy. 

Tir. I will be here again. even with a * [Exit, 

Caſ. Go, Pindarus, get thither on that Hill, W 
My Sight was ever thick; regard Titiniz, | 
And tell me what thou not'ſt about the Field. 
This Day I breathed firſt, Time is come roynd, 
And where I did begin, there ſhall I end, 
My Life is run his Compaſs, Sirrah, what News # Bu 


Pind. above. O my Lord! As 
Caf. What News ? SO 
Pind. Titinius is encloſed round about | Th 
With Horſemen, that make to him on the Spur, Cle 
Vet he ſpurs on. Now they are almoſt on him; Mi. 


Now Titinius! Now ſome light — 0 he lights too — p 
He's ta en 1 [Sour © } 
And hark, they ſhout for Toy. 

Caſ. Come down, behold no more; 
O Coward that I am. to live ſo long, 
To ſee my beſt Friend ta'en before my Face! 


Enter 
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Enter Pindarus. 
Come hither Sirrah; in Parthia did J take thee Priſoner, 
And then I ſwore thee, ſaving of thy Life, 
That whatſoever I bid thee do; | 
Thou ſhouldſt attempt it. Come now, keep thine Oath, {1 
Now be a Freeman, and with this good Sword | 1 
That ran through Cæſar's Bowels, ſearch this Boſom. i 


Stand not to anſwer; here take thou the Hilt, h 
And when my Face is cover d. as tis now, ! 
Guide thou the Sword ——czſzr thou art reyeng d, 


Even with the Sword that kill'd thee. [Kills himſeif. 
Pind. So, I am I free, yet would not ſo have been, 
Durſt I have done my Will. O Caſſia, 

Far from this Country Pindaru ſhall run. | 
Where never Roman ſhall take Note of him. Exit. 
Enter Tintinius an Meſſala. 

Meſ. It is but change, Titinius; for Octavius 
Is overthrown by Noble Brutus Power, : 
As Caſſius Legions are by Antony. 

Tit. Theſe Tidings will well comfort Caius, 

Meſ. Where did you leave him ? 

Tit. All diſconſolate, 
With Pindarus his Bondman, on this Hill. 

Meſ, Is not that he that lyes upon the Ground? 

Tit. He lyes not like the Living. O my Heart! 

Meſ. Is not that he? 4 

Tit. No, this was he, Meſſz{s, | 1 
But Caſſius is no more. O ſetting Sun! | * 
As in thy red Rays thou doſt fink to Night, x 
po in his red Blood Caſſizs Day is ſet; 14 
The Sun of Rome is ſet. Our Day is gone, * | 

Clouds, Dews, and Dangers come; our Deeds are done; bo 
Miſtruſt of my Succeſs hath done this Deed. g 

Meſ. Miſtruſt of good Succeſs hath done this Deed. 
O hateful Error, Melancholy's Child! | | 
Why doſt thou ſhew to the apt Thoughts of Men, 5 
The Things that are not ? O Error ſoon conceiv d; | 
Thou never com ſt unto a happy Birth, 1 
But kill'ſt the Mother that engender d thee. 

Tit, What Pindarus! Where art thou, Pindarus? 
; ; F 2 Mel. 
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Meſ. Seek him, Titinim, whilſt T go to meet 

The noble Brurzs, thruſting this Report 
Into his Fars; I may fay, thruſting it; 
For piercing Steel, and Darts invenomed 
Shall be as welcome to the Ears of Brutus, 
As Tydings of this Sight. 

Tit. Hye you, Meſſzla, B 


And I will ſeek for Pindarm the while: 2 
Why didſt thou fend me forth, brave caſſus! TI w 
Did I not meet thy Friends, and did not they T at 
Put on my Brows this Wreath of Victory, (Shouts? A FE 
And bid me give it thee? Didſt thou not hear their Þ I an 
Alas. thou haſt miſconſtrued every Thing. 
But hold thee, take this Garland on thy Brow: B 
Thy Brutus did me give it thee; and I Brut 
Will do his bidding. Brutus come apace; L 
And ſee how I regarded Caius Caſſius. Wh 
By your Leave, Gods This is a Romans Part. And 
Stab himſelf. So 
Come Caius Sword, and find Titinius Heart. Dies. Li 
Alarum. Enter Brutus, Meſſala, young Cato, Strato, The 
Volunmius, and Lucilius. Kill 
Bru. Where, where. Meſſala, dotꝶ his Body lye? So 
Meſ. Lo yonder, and Tirinizes mourning it. 
Bru. Titinius Face is upward, 2 
Cato. He 1s flain. I 
Bru. O Fulius Ceſar, thou art mighty yet, Brut 
Thy Spirit walks abroad, and turns our Swords 4 
In our own proper Entraik. [Low Alarums. L. 
Cato. Brave Titinins! 1 da; 
Look where he have not crown'd dead Caſſius. Shall 
Bru. Are yet two Romans living ſuch as theſe ? The 
Thou laſt of all the Romans, fare thee well; W he 
It is impoſſible that ever Rome He v 
Should breed thy Fellow. Friends, I owe more Tears 4: 
To this dead Man, than you ſhall fee me pay. AP: 
] ſhall find Time, Ccaſſius, I ſhall find Time Give 
Come therefore, and to Tharſus fend his Body, Such 
His Funerals ſhall not be in our Camp, And 
Leſt it diſcomfort us. Lucilizs come, Po And 
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And come, young Cato, let us to the Field, 


Labia and Havias, ſet our Battels on; 2 
Tis three a Clock, and, Romans, yet ere Night, 


We ſhall try Fortune in a ſecond Fight. [Exeunt. 
Alarum. Enter Brutus, . Cato, Lucilius and 
| Flavius. . 


Bru, Yet Countrymen, O yet, hold up your Heads. 
Cato. What Baſtard doth not? who will go with me? 
T will proclaim my Name about the Field.. 
I am ts Son of Marcus Cato, ho. 
A Foe to Tyrants, and my Country's Friend... 
I am the Son of Marcus Cato, ho. 
Enter Soldiers and fight. 
Bru. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, 1 | 
Brutus my Country's Friend; know me for Brutus. 
Luc. O young and noble Cato, art thou down? 
Why now thou dieſt as bravely as Titintzs, ö 
And may'ſt be honour d being Cato's Son. 
Sod. Yield, or thou dieſt. 
| Luc. Only 1 yield co dic; 
There is ſo much, that thou wilt kill me ſtraights; 
| Kill Brutus and be -honour'd in his Death, 
Solid. We muſt not; a Noble Priſoner. 
Enter Antony, | 
2 Sud. Room ho! tell Antony, Brutus is ta en. 
I Sold. III tell thee News, here comes the General, 
Brutus is ta en, Brutus is ta en, my Lord. 
Ant. Where is he? 
Luc. Safe Antony, Brutus is ſafe enough. 
I dare aſſure thee, that no Enemy 
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus 
The Gods defend him from ſo great a Shame. 
When you do find him or alive, or dead, 
He will be found like Brutus, like himſelf. 
Ant. This is not Brutus, Friend, bur I afſure you, 
A Prize no leſs in Worth; keep this Man ſafe, 
Give him all Kindneſs. I had rather have 
Such Men my Friends, than Enemies. Go on, 
And ſee where Brutus be alive or dead, 
And bring us Word unto octavia Tent, 3 
GU a ow 
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How every Thing is chanc'd. [Exeunt. 
Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, and Volumnius. 
Bru. Come, poor remains of Friends, reſt on this Rock. 
Cli. Statilius thew'd the Torch: light, but, my Lord, 
He came not back, he is, or tae'en, or ſlain. 
Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus; ſlaying is the Word, 
It is a Deed in Faſhion. Hark thee, Clitus— [ Whiſpering. 
cli. What I, my Lord? No, not for all the World. 
Bru. Peace then, no Words, 
cli. I'll rather kill my ſelf, 
Bru. Hark thee, Dardanius! 
Dar. Shall I do ſuch a Deed ? 
Cli. O Dardanins! 
Dar. O Clitus | | 
Cli. What ill Requeſt did Brutus make to thee ? © 
Dar. To kill him, Clitus: look he meditates. 
Cli. Now is that Noble Veſſel full of Grief, 
That 1t runs over even at his Eyes. 


Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius, liſt a Word, 
Vol. What ſays my Lord ? 


Bru. Why this, Folumnius; 
The Ghoſt of Caſar hath appear'd to me 
Two ſeveral Times by Night; at Serdis, once; 
And this laſt Night, here in Philippi-Fields. 
I know my Hour is come. 
Pot. Not ſo, my Lord. 
Bru. Nay, I am ſure it is, Volumnius. 
Thou ſeeſt the World, Volumnius, how it goes, 
Our Enemies have beat us to the Pit: [Low Alarum, 
It is more worthy to leap in our ſelves. 
Than tarry till they puſh us. Good Volumnius, 
Thou knoweſt that we went to School together; 
Even for that, our Love of old, I prethee 
Hold thou my Sword's Hilt, while I run on it. 
Yol. That's not an Office for a Friend, my Lord. 
[ Alarum ſtill, 
Cli. Fly, fly, my Lord, there is no tarrying here. 
Bru. Farewel to you, and you, and you, Volumnius. 
' $trato, thou haſt been all this while aſleep; 
Farewel to thee, to Strato, Countrymen; 1 
Fs y 
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My Heart doth Joy that yet in all my Life, 
I ind no Man, but he was true to me, 
I ſhall have Glory by this loſing Day, 
More than Ofavius and Mark Antony, 
By this vile Conqueſt ſhall attain unto. 
So fare you well at once, for Brutus Tongue 
Hath almoſt ended his Life's Hiſtory. 
Night hangs upon mine Eyes, my Bones would reſt, 
That have but labour'd, to attain this Hour. 
1 Cry within, Hy, fly, fly. 
cli. Fly, my Lord, fly 
Bru. Hence; I will follow; | 
I prethee, Strato, ſtay thou by thy Lord, 
Thou art a Fellow of a good Reſpect ; . 
Thy Life hath had ſome Smatch of Honour in it. 
Hold then my Sword, and turn away thy Face, 
While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato? 
Stra. Give me your Hand firſt. Fare you well, my Lord, 


Bru. Farewel, good S$trato——Caſzr now be ſtill, 
I kill'd not thee with half ſn good a Will, 


[He runs on bis Sword and dies. 
Alarum. Retreat, Enter Antony, Octavius, Meſſala, 
Lucilius, and the Army. 
Octa. What Man is that? 
Meſ. My Maſter's Man. Krato, where is thy Maſter ? 
Stra. Free from the Bondage you are in, Meſſala ; 
The Conquerors can but make a Fire of him: 
For Brutus only overcame himſelf, 
And no Man elſe hath Honour by his Death. 
Luc. So Brutus ſhould be found. I thank thee, Brutus, 
That thou haſt prov'd Lucilius Saying true. 
Ofa. All that ſerv'd Brutus I will entertain them, 
Fellow, wilt thou beſtow thy Time with me ? 
Stra. Ay, if Meſſala will prefer me to you. 
Ota. Do ſo, good Meſſala. | 
Aſeſ. How died my Lord, Strato? 
$tra. I held the Sword, and he did run on it. 
Meſ. Ofavius, then take him to follow thee, 
That did the lateſt Service to my Maſter, 


* N — I L 7 «7 0 8 # : « »4 9 
eren 
I'S ACTA wa. 4 


* £6 _— Oe | 4 
<£ ITT.” = + | | 
» ** + * * / — * , 

ö | » 3; + A ö N , 
4 «ee 45 1 Ko r : 5 | * * a” . 
> bo 52 = XL : : Pl * ' „ 


Ant. This was the nobleſt Roman of them ali: 
All the Conſpirators ſa ve only * . 000 en ee 
Did that they did, in Envy. n | a |: 
Hie, only in a general honeſt Thought, f ZE 

| And common good to all, made one of them. 

His Life was gentle, and the Elements 

Sd mixt in him, that Nature might ſtand np, 

And ſay to all the World; this was a Man. 
Ota. According to his Virtue, let us uſe him, 
Wich all ReſpeR, and Rites of Burial. Sl 
Within my Tent his Bones to Night ſhall lye, 
Moſt like a Soldier, ordered honourably. | 

So call the Field to reſt, and let's away, 

To part the Glories of this happy Day. 7 * 
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